Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 





ANCIENT 1 



OF THE 



NOKTH OF SCOTLAND, 



HITHERTO UNPUBLISHED. 



WITH 

explanatory notes, 
By peter BUCHAN, 

CORRESFOKDING MEMBER OF THE SOCIETY OF ANTIQUARIEl 

OF SCOTLAND. 



" The ancient spirit ii not dead^ — 
" Old times J we trust, are living here* 



»» 



VOL. II. 



EDINBURGH : 

PRINTED FOR 

W. & D. LAING, AND J. STEVENSON ; 

A. BEOWN & CO. AlERDESN ; J. WTLIE, AND BOBERTSON 

AND ATKINSON, GLASGOW ; D. M0EI90N & CO. 

FEBTH ; AND J. DAELING, LONDON. 



MDCCCXXVIII. 

(^€ntereli in &tationer0 l(?ali«3 



;iS0.^3.Zd 



CONTENTS 



OF THE 



SECOND VOLUME, 



■ The Birth of Ro bin Hood 
King Malcohn and Sir Colvin 



Sir Niel and Mac Van 

XonI J o hn*? M ur d er 

Th e Dulk u ti f - Atliu le's Nurse 

The Laird of Southland's Courtship 



Faa ae S ii J o hn a nd May Culvin 
Willie's Lyke Wake 
Nathanid Gordon 



Jock and Tarn Gordon 
The BonBj-£ie8B-e' Englesae's Dance 
Geordie Downie ... 

liord Aboyne . . . . 

Y e nng n« tay ... 

Ree^yMbde and Wise William 
Tenag BearweU ... 

Kitmj^Qmjae . . . . 

Eflf^Bidnrdy^die Queen's Brother 
Earl lithgow .... 

^■PfUf Titie ^iindsay ... 

The Baron turned Ploughman 
Donald McQueen's Flight wi' Lizie Menzie 
The Millar's Son - - - - 

The Last Guid-night 
The D e m y Be w ti o * ■ B ondon 
The Abai&ed Knight 
liOfd SaltmimBd Auehanachie 
The Death of John Seton 
W^julU'x^etfy . . - • 

O'er the Water to CharUe 
The B«rair«' Xrtys 
The Duke ci Argyle's Courtship 
The Laird o' Meldrum and Peggy Dougktt 



Ballads. 


Notes, 


Pagel 


305 


6 


306 


11 


ib. 


16 


307 


20 


ib. 


23 


ib. 


27 


308 


30 


ib. 


39 


ib. 


45 


309 ' 


51 


310 


54 


ib. 


57 


312 


61 


ib. 


63 


313 


65 


314 


66 


ib. 


67 


315 


70 


ib. 


76 


316 


78 


lU 


81 


318 


91 


ih. 


102 


ib. 


109 


319 


117 


ib. 


120 


320 


127 


ib. 


128 


ib. 


131 


321 


133 


ib. 


136 


ib. 


139 


322 


143 


ib. 


144 


ib. 


148 


ib. 


151 


323 



0/ 



iiy 



I'llli iiml Nf llHMIlUk Hint IlltltiM ()||(l|lNlll 

*i'|ifi ilit»MMtMf I. ml 







tMLnu. 


XUu, 


t'M^ I^Z 


323 


\UT, 


324 


\hn 


th. 


i.70 


ib. 


ir;ri 


325 


170 


ib. 


173 


326 


170 


ib. 


171) 


327 


Ifil 


ib. 


1117 


32U 


•r 11)0 


ib. 


194 


ib. 


1U» 


330 


SOI 


331 


stta 


ib. 


»tHS 


ib. 


:iOa 


ib. 




83i 




ib^ 


^u 


ibL 


• «ll 


333 


£&> 


^ 


«l 


«; 


S:S 


3SU 


i:S» 


^^ 


Si> 


33SI 


t» 


..^ 


ss^ 


3a» 


«» 


^ 


i^^ 


i^ 


■*ji^f 


ik 


ktf 


i^ 


i&rf 


-k 


Stit 


i^ij* 


J^ 


* 


iM 


..^ 


iTl 


i4£ 


:3Ji 


^44. 


^» 


.rW 


.19% 


.dl» 


.?!* 


;i. 



ANCIENT 

BALLADS AND SONGS 



OF THE 



NORTH OF SCOTLAND. 






Momr ane talks o^ the grass, the graM, : 

And mony ane o* the com, 
And monjr ane talks o' gude Robin Hood, 

Kens little whar he was bonu 

He was gotten in a earPs ha\ 

And in a lady^s bower ; 
And bom into gude greenwood, 

Thro' mony cauld winter's shower. 

His father was the earPs own steward, 

Sprung frae sma' pedigree ; 
His mother, Earl Huntingdon's ae daughter, 

For he had nane else but she. 
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When nine months were near an end. 
And eight months they were gone ; 

The lady^ii cheeks wY tears were wet. 
And thus she made her moan :— - 

What shall I say, my love, Ardiibald, 

This day for you and me ? 
I will be laid in cauld irons, 

And ye41 be hanged on tree. 

What aileth my love Clementina ? 

What gars you mourn sae sair ? 
You know, said she, Fm with child to thee. 

These dght lang months and mm. 

WiU ye gae to my mother^s bower, 

Stands on yon statdy green ? 
Or will ye gae to the gude greenwood. 

Where ye will not be seoi ^ 

I winna gang to your mother^s bower. 

Stands on yon stately green ; 
But I will on to gude greenwood, 

For I wilt not be teen. 

He<8 girt his sword down by his side^ 

Took his lady by the hand ; 
And they are on thro* gude greenwood, 

Ab fiu^ at they oould fu^. 



With slowly steps these cx>uple walk^d^ 

About miles scarcely tliree ; 
When thi& lady^ being sair wearied out. 

Lay down beneath a tree. 

O for a few of yon junipers^ 

To cheer my be^t again ; 
And likewise for a gude nudwife, 

To ease me of my pun. 

I'll bring to you yon junipers^ 

To cheer your heart again ; 
And 1^11 be to you a gude midwife. 

To ease you of your pain. 

Had &r awa* irae me^ Archibald, 

For this will never dee ; 
That^s nae the fad^ion o' our laod^ 

And its nae be used by me. 

Ye^ll take your small sword by your tide^ 
Your buckler and ypur bow ; 

And ye^ll gae down thrp* gude greenwood. 
And hunt the deer and roe. 

You will stay in gude green wood, 

And with the chase go on ; 
Until yoa iriiite hind pass you by, 

Th^i straight to me ye^U come. 



He^s girt hb sword then by his »de, 

His buckler and his bow ; 
And he is on thro' gude greenwood, 

To hunt the deer and roe. 

And in the greenwood he did stay, 
And with the chase gaed on ; 

Until the white hind passed him by, 
Then to his love he came. 

He ^t his sword then by his side; 

Fast thro^ greenwood went he ; 
And there he found his love lie dead. 

Beneath the green oak tree. 

The sweet young babe that sh^ had bom, 

Right lively seemed to be ; 
Ohon, alas !* said young Archibald, 

A mournful scene to me ! 

Altho^ my sweet babe is alive. 

This does increase my woe ; 
How to nourish a motherless babe. 

Is mair than I do know. 

He looked east, he looked west. 

To see what he could see ; 
Then spied the Earl o^ Huntingdon; 

And mony a man him wi'. 



Then Archibald fled from the earPs face. 

Among the leaves sae green. 
That he might hear what might be said, 

And see, and nae be seen. 

The earl straight thro^ the greenwood came, 

Unto the green oak tree ; 
And there he saw his daughter dead, 

Her living child her wi*. 

Then he^s taen up the little boy, 

Rowed him in his gown sleeve ; 
Said, Tho^ your father^s to my loss. 

Your mother'^s to me leave.* 

And if ye live untU I die. 

My bowers and lands ye^se heir ; 

You are my only daughter's child. 
But her I never had mair. 

Ye'se hae all kinds of nourishment. 

And likewise nurses three ; 
If I knew where the fause knave were, 

High hanged should he be. 

His daughter he buried in gude church-yard. 

All in a mournful mood ; 
And brought the boy to church that day, 

And christen^ him Rolnn Hood. 

* Leave, near of kin, or fib. 
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This boy was bred in the earPs ha% 

Till he became a man ; 
But lored to hunt in gude greenwood^ 

To raise his noble fame. 
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There ance Hv'd a king in feir Scotland, 
King Malcolm called hj name ; 

Whom ancient history gives record, 
For valour, worth, and fame. 

And it fell ance upon a day, 
The king sat down to dine ; 

And then he missed a favourite kmght, 
Whose name was Sir Colvin. 

But out it speaks another knight, 

Ane o' Sir Colvin's kin ; 
He*s lyin* in bed right sick in love. 

All for your daughter Jean. 

O waes me, said the royal king, 

I^m sorry for the same ; 
She maun take bread and wine sais red, 

Give it to Sir Colinm. 



Then gently did die bear the bready 
Her page did carry the wine ; 

And set a taUe at his bedy— 
Sir Ccdvin, rise and dine. 

O well love I the wine, lady, 
Come frae your lovely hand ; 

But better love I your fair body. 
Than all fair Scotland's strand. 

O hold your tongue now. Sir Colvin, 

Let all your f<^y be ; 
My love must be by honour won, 

Or nane shall enjoy me. 

But on the head o^ Elrick's hill, 
Near by yon diarp hawthorn. 

Where never a man with life e^ar came 
Sin^ our sweet Chnst was bom ; 

O ye41 gang there and walk a' night. 
And boldly blaw your horn ; 

With honour that ye do return, 
Te<ll marry me the mom. 

Then up it raise him. Sir Colvin, 
And dressed in armour keen ; 

And he is on to Elrick's hill. 
Without light o^ the meen. 
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At midnight mark the meen upstarts. 
The knight walk'd up and down ; 

While loudest cracks o"" thunder roarM, 
Out ower the bent sae brown. 

Then by the twinkling of an e'e, 
He spied an armed knight ; 

A fair lady bearing his brand, 
Wi^ torches burning bright 

Then he cried high as he came nigh. 
Coward, thief, I bid you flee ! 

There is not ane comes to this hill. 
But must engage wi' me. 

Ye'll best take road before I come. 
And best take foot and flee ; 

Here is a sword baith sharp and broad. 
Will quarter you in three. 

Sir Colvin said, I*m not afraid 

Of any here I see ; 
You hae not ta'en your God before, 

Less dread hae I o' thee. 

Sir Colvin then he drew his sword. 

His foe he drew his brand ; 
And they fought there on Elrick's hill 

Till they were bluidy men. 



The first an^ stroke the knight he strake, 
Gae Colvin a slight wound ; 

The next an^ stroke Lord Colvin strake, 
Brought^s foe unto the ground. 

I yield, I yield, the knight he sud, 

I fairly yield to thee; 
Nae ane came e^er to Elrick-hill 

E'er gained such victorie. 

I and my forbears here did haunt 
Three hundred years and more; 

Fm safe to swear a solemn oath, 
We were never beat before. 

An asking, said the lady gay. 

An asking ye'U grant me. 
Ask on, ask on, said Sir Colvin, 

What may your asking be ? 

Ye^ll gie me hame my wounded knight. 

Let me fare on my way ; 
And Fse ne'er be seen on EIrick's hiU, 

By night, nor yet by day. 
And to this place we^U come nae mair, 

Cou'd we win safe away. 

To trouble any Christian one 
Lives in the righteous law; 
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We^U come nae mair unto this place, 
Cou*d we win safe awa*. 

O ye^se get hame your wounded knight. 

Ye shall not gang alane ; 
But I maun hae a wad o* him, 

Before that we twa twine. 

Sir Colvin being a book^Ieam'd man, 

Sae gude in fencing tee ; 
He^s drawn a stroke behind his hand. 

And followed in speedilie. 

Sae fierce a stroke Sir Colvin's drawn. 

And followed in speedilie ; 
The knighf 8 brand, and sword hand, 

In the air he gar^d them flee. 

It flew sae high into the sky. 
And lighted on the ground ; 

The rings that were on these fingers, 
Were worth five hundred pound. 

Up he has ta'en that bluidy hand, 

Sef it before the king ; 
And the mom it was Wednesday, 

When he married his daughter Jean. 
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All the skippers o^ Scarsburgh 

Sat drinking at the wine ; 
There fell a-rousing them amang, 

On an unseally time. 

Some there roused their hawk, their hawk, 
And some there rousM their hound ; 

But young Allan rousM his comely cog, 
As she stood on dry ground. 

There's nae a ship in Scarsburgh 

Will sail the seas wi^ mine. 
Except it be the Burgess black. 

Or than the smack call'd Twin<e. 

There's nae a ship amang you a^ 

Will sail alang wP me. 
But the comely cog o^ Hecklandhawk, 

And flower o' Yermanie. 
And the black snakes o^ Leveknden, 

They are a' gane frae me. * 

Out it speaks a little wee boy 
Stood by young AUan^s knee ; 

My master has a coal-carrier. 
Will take the wind frae thee. 
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She will gae out under the leaf, 

Come in under the lee ; 
And nine times in a winter night 

She41 turn the wind wi' thee. 

When they had wager'd them amang 

Full fifty tuns o* wine. 
Besides as mickle gude black dlk 

As clathe their lemans fine; 

When all the rest went to the tows 
All the whole night to stay ; 

Young Allan he went to his bower. 
There with his God to pray. 

There shall nae man gang to my ship 
Till I say mass, and dine ; 

And take my leave o' my lady, 
Gae to my bonny ship syne. 

Then they sailed east on Saturday, 

On Sunday sailed west ; 
Likewise they sailed on Mononday 

Till twelve, when they did rest. 

« 

At midnight dark the wind up stark 

And seas began to rout ; 
Till Allan, and his bonny new ship, 

Gaed three times witherlands about 



IS 

0, sighing, says the young Allan, 

I fear a deadly storm ; 
For mony a heaving sinking sea. 

Strikes s£ur on my ship^s stem. 

Where will I get a little wee boy 
Will take my helm in hand. 

Till I gang up to my tapmast. 
And see for some dry land. 

O, waken, waken your drunken men. 
As they lye drunk wi' wine ; 

For when ye came thro' Edinbro' town. 
Ye bought them sheen 6* ben\ 

There was nae shoe made for my foot, 
Nor gluve made for my hand ; 

But nevertheless, my dear master, 
1*11 take your helm in hand. 

Till ye gang to the tall tapmast. 
And look for some dry land. ' 

And here am I, a little wee boy, 
Will take your helm in han\ 

Till ye gang up to your tapmast. 
But, master, stay not lang. 

I cannot see nae day, nae day. 
Nor nae meathe can I ken ; 
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But mony a bonny feather bed 

Lyes floating on the faem. 
And th« comely cog o^ Normanshore, 

She never will gang hame. 

The comely cog o' Nicklingame 

Came sidling by his hand ; 
Says, Gae down, gae down, ye gude skipper. 

Your ship sails on the sand. 

Come down, come down, my gude master, 

Ye see not what I see ; 
For thro' and thro^ our comely cog 

I see the green haw sea ! 

Take fifty ells o^ gude canvas, 

And .wrap the ^ip a^ round ; 
And pick her weell, and spare her not. 

And make her hale and sound. 

If ye will sail, my bonny ship, 

Till we come to dry land. 
For ilka iron nail in you, 

Of gowd there shall be ten. 

The slup she listen'd all the while. 

And hearing of her hire. 
She flew as swift threw the saut sed 

As sparks jdo frae the fire. 



Iff 

The first an' shore that ihejr came till, 
' They ca'^d it Howdoloot; 
Wr drums beating, and cannons shouting. 
They held our gude ship out 

The next an"* shore that they came till. 

They ca^d it Howdilee ; 
Wr drums beating, and fifes playing, 

They bare h^ to the sea. 

The third an^ shore that they came till. 

They ca'^d it Howdilin ; 
Wi^ drums beating, and {npes playfaig. 

They tow^d our gude ship in. 

The 8ail(Nrs walk'^d upon the shore, 
W? thdr auld baucheld sheen ; 

And thanked God, and th^ Lady, 
That brought them safe again. 

For we went out o^ Scarsburgh 

Wi^ fifty ships and three ; 
But nane o' them came back again. 

But young Allan, ye see. 

Come down, oome down, my little wee boy. 

Till I pay you your fee ; 
I hae but only ae daughter. 

And wedded to her ye'se be. 
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Far in yon Isles beyond Argyle, 
Where flocks and herds were plenty, 

Liv^d a rich heir, whose sister fair 
Was flower ower a* that country. 

A knight, Sir Niel, had woo^d her lang. 

Intending for to marry ; 
But when she saw the young 61engyle> 

He wan her heart entirely. 

Then tidings to her brother came. 

Sir Niel had boasted proudly, 
In favours of his sister fsdr, 

This made him to swear roudly. 

Swearing for all the friendship past. 

If ance he saw the morning. 
This knight by him shoii'd breathe his last. 

Or make him rue bis scorning. 

Down on yon shore where wild waves roar, 

A challenge he did send him ; 
Before the sun, these two men met, 

Nae seconds to attend them. 
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What ails, what ails my dearest friend f 
Why want you to destroy me ? 

I want nae flattery fn^n Sir Niel, 
Unsbeath your sword and try me. 

I will not fight with you, Mac Van, 

You never me offended ; 
And if I aught to you have done, 

1^11 own my fault, and mend it 

Does this become sae brave a knight ? 

Does blood sae much surprise you ? 
And if you do refuse to fight, 

1^11 like a dog chastise you. 

O, foolish man, don^t tempt your fate. 
Nor don*t presume to strike me ; 

Remember, naae in &ir Scotland 
Can wield the blX!Nid->swcMrd like me. 

The sword, you say^ «an handle well. 

And boasteUi very boldly ; 
Your boasting is set off with skill. 

Your actions seem but cowardly. 

He being mad at this abuse, 

A furious stroke. he darted. 

Into the breast of bold Mac Van, 

Who with a groan departed. . 
VOL. 11. e 
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Cunie on my skill, what have I done f" 
Rash ma% but you would have it^ 

To force a friend to take thy life^ 
Who would lose blood to save it t 

Now, woe is me, fi^: thid I die^ 
And now it cannot be mended ; 

That happiness that was sae nigh^ 
By one rash stroke is ended« 

But 141 exile to some foreign isle^ 

To fly I know not whither ^ 
I darena face my bonny Ann, 

When I hae slain her brither. 

Then casting round a mournful eye. 
To see that nane was nigh him ; 

There he saw the young Glengyle, 
Who like the wind came flying. 

I^ve come too late to stop the strife. 
But ^ce you^ve been victorious^ 

Upon your life 141 be reveng'^d,. 
My honour bids me do this. 

Then with Glengyle he did enclose. 
Not meaning for to harm him ; 

And thrice with wounds he did him pieree. 
Yet he could scarce discern them. 
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Yield up your tward to mcj Qlengyie^ 
Our quarirel^s honour founded ; 

I could hae pierc'd thy dauntless breasi. 
Three times I have you wounded. 

Then saying so, he quit his ground, 
Glengyle with this advanced. 

And pierced the heart of brave Sir Niel 
Till the speisu: behind hiin glanced. 

Then falling down, he cried, I'm slain. 

Adieu to all things earthly ! 
Farewell, Glengyle, the day'^s your ain, 

But ye hae won it basely. 

When tidings came to Lady Ann, 
Times after times she fainted ; 

She ran and kissM their clay-cold lips. 
And thus her case lamented :^- 

O thou, the guardian of tny youth. 
My young, my only brother, 

Alas ! (br ihy uiitiinely end, 
I'll mourn dll life is over ! 

And thou, my lovfe, why wast theu slain^ 
All in thy youthful blossom ; 

Nae mair 1*11 love that treachVdus tnan, 
That pierced thy manly bosom. 



Thou tender-hearted wast and true,^ 
Thy honour's been abused ; 

A braver man ne'er faced a foe, 
Had you.been fairly used. 

For you a maid 141 live and die, 
Glengyle shall ne^er espouse me ^ 

Till seven years are come and gane-^ 
The dowie black shall clothe me.^ 



Lord John stands in his stable door^ 

Says he, I will gae ride ; 
His lady, in her bigly bower,] 

Desired him to Ude. 

How can I bide, how can I bide ? 

How shall I bide wi' thee ? 
When I hae kill'^d your ae brother^ 

You hae nae mair but he. 

If ye hae killed my ae brother, 

Alas ! and wae is me ; 
If ye be well yourseU, my love^ 

The Icfis matter will be I 
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Ye(N do you to yon Ugly bower. 

And take a aifent sleep ; 
And 1*11 watch in my highest tower. 

Your fiiir body to keep. 

She has shut her bigly bower. 

All wi^ a nhrer pin ; 
And done her to the highest tower. 

To watch that nane come in. 

But as she looked round about. 
To see what she could see. 

There she saw nine armed knights 
Come riding o'^er the lea. 

Grod make you safe and firee, lady, 
Grod make you safe and free! 

Did you see a bludy knight 
Come riding o'er the lea. 

O, what like was his hawk, ins hawk ? 

And what like was his hound ? 
If his steed has ridden well, 

He<s passM fair Scotland's strand. 

Come in, come in, gude gentlemen. 
And take white bread and wine; 

And aye the better ye^ll pursue. 
The lighter that ye dine. 



We thank you for your faread, lady. 
We thank you for Ihe wine ; 

And I wou^d gie my knds sac broad^ 
Your fair body were nuiie. 

She has gane to her bigly bower. 

Her un gude \xd to meet ; 
A trusty brand he quickly drew^ 

Gae her a wound sae deep. 

What harm, my lord, provokes thine ire. 

To wreak itself on me, 
When thus I strove to save thy life. 

Yet served for sic a fee ? 

Ohon, alas ! my lady gay. 

To come sae hastilie ; 
I thought it was my deadly foe. 

Ye had trysted into me. 

O live, O live, my gay lady. 

The space o^ ae half hour. 
And nae a leech in a' the land 

But Fse bring to your bower. 

How can I live, how shall I live ? 

How can I live for thee F 
Ye see my blude rin on the ground, 

My hearts Uude by your knee 1 



take to iigbt, and iSee, my love, 
O take to fli^t, and flee! 

1 wou'^dna wish yava &ix body 
Fof to get harm £»p me. 

Ae foot I winna flee, lady, 

Ae foot I winna flee; 
I<ve dime the crime worthy o* death, 

It% right that I shou'd dia 

•O deal ye well at my lovers lyke^ 
The be^, but an^ the wine ; 

For, ere the mom, at this same time^ 
Ye^U deal the i^me at mine. 



As I gaed in yon greenwood side, 

I heard afurmaidimiging; 
Her YCHoe was sweet, she sai^ sae con^Iete, 

That all t)ie woods were ringing. 

O, I<m the Duke o' Athole s nurse. 

My post is weU becoming ; 
But I woa*d giea"* my halC.yeax's fee, 

Fqr ae sight o' my leman. 
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Ye lay, yeHre the Duke o^ Athole's num^ 

Your post b well beccmung ; 
Keep well, keep well your half-year's fee^ 

Ye^se hae twa «ghts o' your leman. 

He lean'd him ower his saddle bow. 

And cannilie kissed his dearie ; 
, Ohon, and alake ! anither has my heart. 

And I darena midr come near thee ! 

Ohon, and alake ! if anither hae your heart. 
These words hae fairly undone me ; 

But let us set a time, tryst to meet again. 
Then in gude friends you will twine me! 

Ye will do you down to yon tavern house. 
And drink till the day be dawing ; 

And, as sure as I ance had a love for you, 
141 come there and dear your lawing. 

Ye^l spore not the wine, altho^ it be fine^ 

Nae Malago, tho^ it be rarely ; 
But ye^ll aye drink the bonnie lassie^s health 

That^s to clear your lawing fairiy. 

Then he^s done him down to yon tavern house^ 
And drank till day was dawing; 

And aye be drank the bonny lassie^s health 
That was coming to dear his lawing. 
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And aye as he birled, and aye as he drank^ 

The gude beer and the brandy ; 
He spar'd not the wine, altho^ it was fin^ 

The sack nor the sugar candy. 

It^s a wonder to me, the knight he did say, 

My bonnie lassie^s sae delaying; 
She promis'*d, as sure as she loved me anoe. 

She wou'd be here by the dawing. 

He^s done him to a shott window, 

A little be£>re the dawing ; 
And there he spied her nine brothers bauld. 

Were coming to betray him. 

Where shall I rin, where shall I gang. 

Or where shall I gang hide me P 
She that was to meet me in friendship this day. 

Has sent nine men to slay me ! 

He^s gane to the landlady o' the house. 

Says, O can you supply me? 
For she that was to meet me in friendship this day^ 

Has sent nine men to slay me ! 

She gae him a suit o^ her sun female daise. 

And set him to the baking ; 
The bird never sang mair sweet on the bush. 

Nor the knight suag at the baking. 
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As they came in at the ha' door, 

Sae loudly as they rappt ; 
And when they came upon the floor, 

Sae loudly as they diappit 

O, had ye a stranger here last night, 
Who drank till the day was dawing ? 

Come, show us the chamber where he lyes in, 
We^Il shortly elear his lawing. 

I had nae stranger here last night. 
That drank till the day was dawing ; 

But ane that took a pint, and paid it ere he went. 
And there^s naething to clear o' his lawing. 

A lad amang the rest, being o' a merry mood. 
To the young knight fell a^talking ; 

The wife took her foot, and gae him a kick. 
Says, Be busy, ye jilt, at your baking. 

They stabbed the house, biuth but and ben. 
The curtains they spared nae riving ; 

And for a** that they did search and c&\ 
For a kiss o^ the knight they were strivii^. 
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Hnitb of ^iOut|)laiUii'$ Cotttt0t)ip^ 

As I went out ta take tb^ air, 
^was in the winter weather ; 

The boDi^est lass tl\at e^er I saw, 
Waa gieing the nowt their fodder. 

O, bonny lass, ffn ye were mine, 

I wou^d maintain you idle ; 
I^d gie you a horse to ride upon, 

A man to lead your bridle. 

Ye are not he that<s fit for me. 
Because ye are no ploughman ; 

And I^ not die that's fit for thee. 
To enjoy the lands o^ Southland. 

• 

O, bonny laas, gin ye'd fancy me^ 

And never take another, 
I wadna la,t you to bam nor byre, 

Nor ^e the nowt their fodder. 

I thank you kindly, sir, she says, 

I thank you for your offer ; 
But I maun wed some ploughmi^a. lad. 

Because I hae nae tocher* 



Now wbeo be heard her mem ertate. 
And that she hadnae todber; 

HeH taea bb leare o* her that nig^t. 
In hopef to Hire witbottt her. 

He's done him to his ain ooontri^ 
Thinking to chcnoe another; 

But minded aje on the bonny May 
Wa. gieing the nowt their fodder. 

It fell about the month o^ May, 
When meadows were a mawing, 

There he has done him in that way. 
To see how they were thriving. 

As he gaed in yon fields o' grass, 
And low down in yon valley ; 

There he saw the very same lass. 
Like the primrose, or the lily. 

O, bonny lass, gin ye^ fancy me, 
I wou'd become a ploughman ; 

I will had, and my love wiQ ca\ 
In the merry Umds o^ SoutUamL 

O, wh^n I tauld you my mettn estate. 
And that I had nae tocher. 

Ye w«at your way, bade me adieu. 
So bi^<Qiie, ftbe man, for ercr. 
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If ye love me, as I love thee, 
Sin^ the first hour I saw thee ; 

Ye wou^d hae granted love for love,. 
And nae langer wou^d awe me. 

My father^s a poor shepherd man,. 

That gaes lus flocks a-feeding ; 
And I mysell, a midden am, 

Hae neither gowd nor breeding. 

A maiden mean altho^ you be, 

I am the Imrd o^ Snipie ; 
1^11 plough the sma^ streams o^ the sea,. 

If my aged parents slight thee. 

O, bonny lass, ye^ll gang wi^ me. 
And lea' this langsome meadow ; 

I^U make you lady o^ nine miUs, 
If ye become my widow. 

Sae thus they kissed and spent their time^ 
Till darksome night did cover ; 

And she^s become a lady fine, 
By ^eing the nowt their fodder. 

Now she rides in a gilded coach, 

W? servants to attend her ; 
She gangs nae mair to barn nor byre. 

Nor ^es the nowt their fodder. 
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Ye laMes a^ b«th greai and «iiiaV 

And ladies altogether ; 
Think it nae degrade upon your name. 

To gie the nowt their fodder. 

If I had got my ploughman lad, 
I wou^d nerer hae fancied another^ 

I could hae laid by my royal rob^s. 
And glen the nowt their fodder. 



The knight stands in his stable door, 

Says he, I will gae ride ; 
A lady stands in her bower door, 

Says, 1*11 ride by your ade. 

Ye shall not Q^low me, burd Helen, 

Except ye do this deed ; 
That b to saddle to me my horse. 

And bridle to me my steed. 
And evety town that ye come to, 

4Jiq^ o^ hounds to lead. 

I wiU saddle to you your hone, 
Sae win I bridle your stead ; 
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And every town that we come ia^ 
A liesh o' hounds 1^11 lead« 

Take warning vl\ ye msudens fidr, 
That wear scarlet and brown ; 

In virtue leave your lammas beds. 
To follow knights frae town. 

My d(^ shall eat the white bread, Hele% 

And you the dust and bran ; 
And you will sigh and say, alas ! 

That e^er our loves began. 

Your dogs may eat the gude white bread. 

And I the dust and bran ; 
Yet will I sing and say, well's me, 

That e^er our loves began. 

My horse shall drink the gude red wine. 

And you the water wan ; 
And then you'll agh and say, alas { 

That e'er our loves began. 

r 

Your horse may drink the gude red wine. 

And I the water wan ; 
But yet 141 sing, and say, well^s me. 

That e'er our loves began. 

Then Willie lap on Ins white steed, y 
And straight awa* did ride ; 
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Burd Helen dreet in men's arraj. 
She walked by hb aide. 

But he was ne^er sae lack a knight. 
As ance wou^d bid her ride ; 

And she was ne'er sae mean a May, 
As ance wouM bid him bide. 

Sweet Willie rAde, burd Helen ran, 
A Uvelang summer's tide. 

Until she came to wan water. 
For a' men ca's it Clyde. 

The first an' step that she wade in. 

She wadit to the knee ; 
Ohon, alas ! said that fair maid. 

This water's nae for me. 

The next an^ step that she wade in. 

She wadit to the pap ; 
The babe within her sides twa, 

Cauld water gart it quack. 

lie stili, lie still, my bonny bairn. 

For a' this winna dee ; 
Your father rides on high horseback, 

Minds nather you nor me. 

In the mkbt of Clyde's water, 
Tbope stands a jinkfiMt stone; 
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There he leant- him ower his saddle bow, 

And set that lady oai 
And brought h^ to the other aide^ 

Then set lierdowAiigaiD. . 

see ye not yon goodly towers. 
And gowd towers stand sae hie;. 

There is a lady in yonder bower, ' - 
Will sinder you and me. 

1 wigh nae ill to your lady, 

She ne'er wished tuine to me; ' 
But I wish the maid nuust o^ your loire. 
That drees jGir mair for thee. 

I wish nae ill to your lady. 

She ne^er comes in my thought ; 

But I wish the maid maist o^ your love, 
Thai dearest hae you bought. 

Four.«n' twenty gay ladies. 
Led Willie thro^ bower and ha* ; 

But the fiedrest lady amo' them a% 
Led his hdiie to the sta\ 

Four an^ twoity gay ladies, 

Were a'^at dinner set; 
Burd Helen sat at a by tabl^ 

A bit she'iaou^dna eat 
VOL. II. D 
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Out <k qMifca her dour Ubel, 

(A sUlIy dame^wtts she ;) .. 
O wbaxe got ye Jthis fiw foot pogi^ 

Ye^ve bimi^t tthog mi^ thee f 

Sometimes his cokmr ^wtxes red, 

SometimeB it waxes wan ; 
Hei8iik«ra«m»nbigi«'bain,, 

Nor be a waitiDg mmi. 

Win up^ win up, my boy, he says. 

At my bidding to be ; 
And gang and supper my gude steed. 

See he be litter!d tee. 

Then she is into stable gane, 

9iut tee the door wi' a pin ; 
And enreh amang Willie^s borse feet 

Broug^bameher boimy young son. 

When day was gane, and night was com^ 

And a* man bound for bed ; 
Sweet Willie end dow Ubel 

In ae ehaidber woe laid. 

They hadna been well lien down. 

Nor yet w^ faen asleep ; 
Till up it wakens sweet Willie, 

And stood at dow label's feeC 
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I dreamed « dwitry 4vWn tbis night, 

I wish it may befor giiid; 
Some roguetee bsAe my Biftble door. 
And stown sWttiy steed. 

Win up, ivin tip, now d&W Id^y 

At my bidding tohfs; 
And ye41 gae totaj stable dodnt:. 

See thai be true ^ lie. 

When she gaed to tt^ stable door. 

She heard a gneVott^ gmui ; 
IKi^ tfaouijg;lft die .'b«Mrd a bidirn gtf^ 

Biff and a wottian^ mMcu 

When I wa£'in Wjrliigly bower, 

I wore but what I >Would ; 
Tliis inght ilte %lft6r 'mang WMi^b h^se feet, 

I fear I'll die for cdd. 

When I w» itifmy -bigiy bow^, 

I wore gold to my tae; 
This nigUt I%i >%hter ^iiaQg Wiilie^litmefeet, 

And fear I<U dte'or ^ay. 

When I was in my %»^y >boWer, 

I wore scarl^ aad gfie^ ; 
This night i<m il^ttter ^itmg Wilfie% bcwe >ftdt, 

And fear I<U die my Mtife. 
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Dow Isbel BOW came trij^Hog hame,. 

As fast as gang doo'd she ; 
I thought your page was not a man^ 

Ye brought alang wi' thee. 

As I gaed to your stable, Willie,. 

I heard a grievous groan ; 
I thought I heard a bairn greet. 

But and a woman^s moan. 

m 

She said, wh^ in her bigly bower. 

She wore but what she would ; 
But this night is lighter ^ang your horse fiset. 

And fears she^U die for cold. ^ 

She said, when in her bigly bower. 

She wore gold to her tae ; 
But this night is lighter ^mang your horse feat^ 

And fears she^ll die or day. 

Win up, win up, now sweet Willie, 

At my bidding to be ; 
And speak some comfort to the maid, 

That^s dreed sae much for thee. 

He is to the stable door gane. 

As fast as gang cavCd he ; 
O open, O open, burd Helen, he say^ 

Ye^U open the door to me. 



That wai^ never my niother^s custom, 
And hope its never be mine ; 
c A knight into her companie. 
When she- drees aVher pine. 

O open the door, burd Helen, he says, 

O open the door to me ; 
For as my sword hangs by my gair, 

I<11 gar it gang.in three. ^ 

How caA I open, how shall I open. 

How can I open to diee ; 
When Ijdng amang your great steed^s feet, 
• Your young son on my knee? 

He hit the door then wi^ his foot, 

Sae did he wi' his knee ; 
Till doors 6^ deal^ and locks o' steel. 

In aplinders gart he flee. 

An asking, asking, sweet Willie^ 

An asking ye^ll grant me ; 
The warst in bower in a' your towers. 

For thy young son and me. 

Your asking^s nae sae great, burd Helen, 

But granted it shall be ; 
The best in bower in a' my towers 

For my young son and thee. 



An.askiiig^ ftskiogb svoeet WiUie, 

An asking yd4Lgrant me ; 
The warst an*! woman aboiii your bawArsy 

To wait on him and me. 

The best an^ wodmh aboiitl my, bowora^ 

To wait on him and. thee;; 
And that^s my aster diiw: l8bel>. 

And a gude woman is sha 

Ye will tahe*up my little young soii^. 

And wash him w? the milk ; 
And ye^ll take up my gay lady. 

And row her in the 



Be ftvouraUe to my lady. 
Be favourable^ if ye may ; 

Her kirking and her fidr weddiiig 
Shall bfldth stand on ae daj. 

There is aol here a wowan teriag 
Bui h«r diall be my hiikfe; 

Aad an i« fer tyk^ Itttt' sqpteclMi 
I ^ IW Iwr alt C)]Niei 
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It &H aboat the JjasmiaB time. 
When wightsmen won their hay; 

A** the squires in merry Linkum, 
Went a' forth' till a play. 

They play'd until the evening tide, 
The sun was gaeing- down ; 

A lady thro^ plain fields was bound, 
A lily leesome thing. 



Two squires tHat for this lady pledged, 

In hopes, for a renown ; 
The one was calTd the proud Seaton, 

The other Livingston. 

When will ye, Michaell o' Livingston, 

Wad for this lady ^y ? 
Ta.morroif, to-morrow, s^d Liidngston, 

To-morrow, if you may. 

Then they haev^added 'their wagerd, 
And laid their pledges down; 

To the high castle o' EdmBro' 
They made them ready boun\ 
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The chamber that they did gang in, 

There it was daily dight ; 
The kipples were like the gude red gowd. 

As they stood up in hi^t; 
And the roof-tree like the siller white. 

And shin'd like candles bright. 

The lady fair into that ha^ 

Was comely to be seen ; 
Her kirtle was made o^ the pa\ 

Her gowBs seem'd o' the green. 

Her gowns seem'd like green, like green. 

Her kirtle o' the pa' ; 
A fflller wand intill her hand. 

She marshall'^d ower them a\ 

She gae every knight a lady bright. 

And every squire a May ; 
Her ownsell chose him, Livingston, 

They were, a comely tway. 

Then Seaton, started till his foot. 

The fierce flame in his e*£ : 
On the next day, wi' sword in band, 

On plain fields, meet ye me. 

When bells were rang, and mass was sung. 
And a' man bound for bed ; 
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Lord Livingstcm, and his &ir dame, 
In bed were sweetly kid. 

The bed, the bed, where they lay in. 

Was covered wi' the pa'; 
A covering <f the giide red goWd, - 

Lay nightly ower the twa. 

So they lay there till on the mom. 
The sun sfacme cm their feet ; 

Then up it raise him, Livmgston, 
To drawlo him a weed. 

The first an* weed that he drew on. 

Was o' the linen clear ; 
The next an** weed that he drew on. 

It was a weed o^ weir. 

The niest an^ weed that he drew on. 

Was gude iron and steel ; 
Twa gloves o' plate, a gowden helmet. 

Became that hind^^el wetel. 

Then out it speaks that lady gay, 

A little ferbye stood she; 
1^11 dress myscJl in mesf s aiiray, 

Gae to the fields f(»r thee. 
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O Grod forUd, niid Livingston, 
That e'er r dree the shame ; 



My lady slain m plam fiebb, 
And I coward kiught at luune. 

He Bcarcdy ti»veUed frae the town 

A mile but bacely tiwftr; 
Till he metwi^ a witoh-womaB^. 

I pray to send her ime^ 

This is too gude.ft daj^.my.lta:d^ 

To gang saei fim frae towni;; 
This is tOQ gudia aidi^^.my. lord. 

On field to make you boiia'. 

I dream'd a dteasa concerning: thee,. 

O read ill dreams to guid I 
Your bojrer was- full o' milk-white swaos^ 

Your bride^s bed full, o^i bluid. 

O bluid.is'.gude^.saidXbmigstQny 

To bide it whoso may ;. 
If I be ;&ae.y»in/ plain fields, X 

Nane knew the plight .1 .lay« 

Then he radeoato/pkin .fidds. 
As swift^s his: horse a)u?d Ilk ;. 

And there he met tfaef»oud;SeatQQy. 
Come boldly, ower. the; lee. 

Come on to:me^ now Livingston, 
Or then take:fbotand Jee^; 
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This IB the day diat we must try. 
Who gains the viotcirie. 

Then they fought with sword in hand^ 
t Till they were bluidy men ; 
But on the point o^ Seaton^s sword* 
Brave Livingston waa^skin. 

His lady lay ower castle wa% 

Beholding dale and down ; 
Whjen Blenchant brave, his gailaiitiileed. 

Came prandng; tp the town. . 

O where is now my ain gudsrlord^. 

He stays sae far &ae me ? 
O dinna ye seie yoiur aioigude 1(^ 

Stand bleeding by your ko^ ? 

O live, O live. Lord Livingiitpii,, 

The space b* ae half hour ; 
There^s na^ a leech in,£dinbio^' trywn. 

But 1^11 bring to ypur door. 

Awa* wT your leeches^ lady^^he 8iiid#. 

Of them I'll be the waur ; 
There's nae a leech in Edinbrb* town, 

That can strong death debar. 

Yt'll take the lands o^ Livingston, 
And deal them liberallie; 
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To the auld tiiat may not, the young that cannot. 

And blind that does na see. 
And help young maidens^ marriages. 

That has nae gear to gie. 

• 

My mother got it in a t)ook, 

The first night I was born; 
I wou'd be wedded till a knight. 

And him skdn on the mom. 

But I will do for my love's sake 

What ladies woudna thole ; 
Ere seven years shall hae an end, 

Nae shoe'*s gang t>n my sole. 

There'^s never lint gang on my head. 

Nor kame gang in my hidr ; 
Nor ever coal nor candle light, 

Shine m my bower mair. 

IWhen seven years were near an end. 

The lady she thought lang; 
And wi^ a crack her heart did brake. 

And sae thb ends my sang. 
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Heard ye ever of a bludy knight. 

Lived in the west countrie ? 
For he<8 betrayed right vir^ns fisdr^ 

And drowned them in the sea. 

All ladies, of a gude account^ 

As ever yet were known ; 
This traitor was a barcm knight. 

They calFd him&use Sir John. 

Them he is gane to May Colvin, 

She was her father^s heir ; 
The greatest beauty o- that age, 

I solemnly declare. ^ 






Thou art the darling of my hearty f^ " 

I say, fidr May Colvin ; 
So far eitcells thy beauties great, $f. 

That ever I hae seen. 

But I<m a knight of wealth and might, 
Hae towers, towns twenty-three; 

And ye^se be lady o' them a*, 
If ye ifill gdng wi^ ma 



Excuse me then, O gude Sr John, 
To wed I am too young ; 

Without ye hae my parents^ leave, 
Wtdi "jifou I daieim eome. 

Your pwTwits' is$ne ye soon shaft -JutTe, 
To this th^y will agree'.; 

For I hae made a solemn tow. 
This night ye^sejjanig Hf¥ m^. 

Frae below /his ann, fae^S}pull^U€harm, 
And Stuck it in her «lee¥ei; 

And hehasmadeher gang wi' him, 
Withour her ^aneats^ kave. 

Much gawd and ullar she has brought, 
Wr her £ve bunder {xamd ; 

The best an^ steed her fixthar had, 
She^s ta'*en to ride trnftu 

> \- .?^*»«% Sae privately they rade away, 
'' ^ They made nae ^cp nor stay ; 

' \ i A Till they came to that fetal end^ 
H|r 1^ That ye ca' Bmyan's bay. 

It being in a lonely place, 

Nae habitation nigh; 
The fiscal locks were taU and steeps 

And nane oou'd bear iter ery. 
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lown, tear May Colvin, 
Li^ down^ and apeak m' me; 
For here Fve drowned nght Tirgins hmrej 
And ycm the nmdi maun be. 

Axe dMie your bowers and lefty to wem, 

Sae beautifiil «iid gey ? 
Or is it for iny gold, shw eays, 

You take vaj life away ? 

Cmt sSfimA bS «yo«ir jewels £db^ 

Sae costly, mb; mid save ; 
fSsr theyfie too €ds%, and too fine, 

To sink in the sea wave. 

■ 

Then aff «he^ .taAen her jewels fine^ 

And thu8«he made her moan ; 
Hae men^ on a virgin yoang, ^^ 

I pnty you, g»de Sir Johni 



Cast sff, castaff, teir May Colvin, 
Your gown aad petticoat ; 

For they ^ too 43ostly, and too fine. 
To rot by the sea rock. 

Take idl I have my fife to sare^ 
O gude Sir John, I pray ; 

Let it neTer he said you kiUed a maid, 
Before her ^wedding day* 
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Strip affy strip aff, your Hcdland smock, 
That^s bordered wi' the lawn ; 

For it^ too oostlj, and too fine^ 
To toss on the sea sand. 

O turn ye round, O gude Sir John, 

Your back about to me ; 
It is not comely for a man 

A naked .woman to see. > 

But, as Sir John he tum'd him round, 

She threw him in the sea ; 
Says, Lye ye there, ye fause Sir John, 

For ye thought to lay me. 



.'^ "^ O lye ye there, ye traitor fause, 

* For ye thought to lay me ; 

Altho- ye stript me to the skin, 

Ye^se get your jdaise wi' thee. 

' -^ .\ 

Then on she puts her jewels fine, 
T?;i>k Sae costly, ridi, and braye ; 

f .^ And then wT speed she mounts her steed, 

* S»e wdl<s ste did behave. 



This maideii fidr bang void of fear. 
The steed was swift and free ; 

And she has lesch^d her fethei^s house 
BdSxe the dock struck ihroe. 
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^ First she call'd the stable groom, 
Who was her waiting man ; 
As soon^s he heard his lady^s word. 
He came wi^ cap in han\ 

Where hast thou been, fair May Colvin ? 

Who owes this dapple gray ? 
It is a found ane, she replied. 

That I got on the way. 

Then out it speaks the wylie parrot. 

Unto fair May Colvin ; 
What hast thou made o' fause Sir John, 

That ye went wi* yestreen ? 
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O had your tongue, my pretty parrot, I 

And talk nae mair o^ me ; 
For when ye got ae meal a-fore, 

My parrot, ye*se hae three. ^ v * 

Then out it speaks her father dear, 'ir '^ 

In the chamber where he lay ; -^ 

What mleth thee, my pretty parrot, k- 

To chirt sae lang ere day ? 

The cat she scratched at my cage door. 

The thief I cou'dna see ; 
And I am calling on May Colvin, 

To take the cat frae me. 
VOL. II. E 
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But first she tauld her father dear 
The deed that she had done ; 

Likewise unto her.mother dear. 
Concerning fause Sir John. 

If that be true, fidr May Cdivin, 

That ye hae tauld to me ; 
The morn, ere I eat or drink. 

This fause ^ John I^il see. 

Sae aff they went, wi' ae consent. 
By the dawning o^ the day ; 

Until they came to Charlestown sands^ 
And there his corpse it lay. 

His body tall, with that great fall. 
With waves toss*d to and fro. 

The diamond ring that he had on. 
Was broken in pieces two. 



They hae taken up his corpse 
To yondar pleasant green ; 
And there they buried fause Sir Jolm^ 
, i» For fear he should be seen. 

Ye ladies a.% wheneyer you be. 
That read this mournful song ; 

I pray you mind on May Colrin, 
And think OQ fause Sr Joha. 
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Aff they've taen his jewels fine^ 

To keep m menuny ; 
And sae I &ad my mournful sang^ 

And fatal tragedy. 



If my love loves me, she lets me not know^ 
That is a dowie chance ; 

I wish that I the same could do^ 

Tho^ my love were in France, France^ 
Tho^ my love were in France. 

lang think I, and very lang. 
And lang think I, I true ; 

But lang and langer will I think, 
Or my lave^ o" me rue, rue. 
Or my love o^ me rue. 

1 will write a broad letter. 
And write it sae perfite^ 

That an she winna o^ me rue, 
141 bid her icome to my lyke, lyke^ 
I<11 bid her oone to my lyke. 
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Then he has written a broad letter. 

And seal'^d it wi' his hand, 
And sent it on to his true love, 

As fast as boy could gang, gang. 

As fast as boy could gang. 

When she looked the letter upon, 
A light laugh then gae she ; 

But ere she read it to an end. 
The tear blinded her e^e, e'e, 
The tear blinded her e'^e. 

O saddle to me a steed, father, 
O saddle to me a steed ; 

FoT word is come to me this night. 
That my true love is dead, dead, 
That my true love is dead. 

The steeds are in the stable, daughter, 
The keys are casten by ; 

Ye cannot won to-night, daughter. 
To-morrow ye*8e won away, away. 
To-morrow ye'se won away. 

She has cut aff her yellow locks, 

A little aboon her e^e; 
And she is on to Willie's lyke. 

As fast as gang could she, she. 

As fast as gang could she. 



As she gaed ower yon high hill bead. 
She saw a dowie light ; 

It was the candles at Willie^s lyke. 
And torches burning bright, bright. 
And torches burning bright 

Three o' Willie^s eldest brothers 
Were making for him a bier ; 

One half o' it was gude red gowd, 
The other siller clear, dear, 
The other siller clear. 

Three o' Willie's eldest sisters 
Were making for him a sark ; 

The one half o^ it was cambric fine. 
The other needle wark, wark, 
The other needle wark. 

Out spake the youngest o' his idsters, 

As she stood on the fleer ; 
How happy would our brother been. 

If yeM been sooner here, here. 

If ye^d been sooner here ! 

She lifted up the green covering, 
And gae him kisses three ; 

Then he lookM up into her face. 
The bly the blink in his tf e, e'e. 
The blythe blink in his e'e. 
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O tHen he started to his feet, 
And thus to her said he: 

fair Amue, since weVe met again^ 
Parted nae mair ve^se be, be^ 
Parted nae mair we^se be 



Widow, are ye sleeping yet ? 

Or, widow, are ye waking ? 
Ye^ll <^n the ffn, let me come in. 

And me, your only darling. 

Ye*re het and warm in your bed. 
And I^m baith wet and weary; 

Cast aff the wet, put on the dry. 
Come to your bed my deary. 
Widow, &C. 

He kiest afiP his scarlet coat. 
He weared, bdng a serjeant; 

Likewise kiest aff his beaver hat. 
And he lay down beside her. 
Widow, &c. 
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If Mess Jchn hear o^our tricks, 

I fear be^ll scandalize me ; 
But I shall hang him o^er a deese, 

My widow if he steer thee. 
. Widow, &c. 

But what gin wea bakn get, 
The country will abus6 us ? 

*And what gin we a bairn get, 
The kirkmen will ill use us ? 
. Widow, &c. 

But if it be a lad bairn, 

We^ll ca* him Nathamel Gordon ; 
Bnt if it be a lass bairn, > 

We'll gar her push her fortune. 
Widow, &c. 

Wh^a forty weeks were come and gane, 
Just forty and naefoxdet; ' : 

She bear to him a braw young son, 
Ca^d him Nathaniel Gordcm. 
Widow, &c. 

She's taen her mMtle her about, 

Her gown upon her arm ; 
And she has gane to yon borrow^s town. 

Seeking Nathaniel Gordon. 
Widow, &c 
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When she came by yon greenwood side. 
The birds were sweetly singing; 

And ilka bird sang o'er a note, 
To bonny Nathaniel Gordcxi. 
Widow, &c 

When she came to yon borrow's town, 
The wives they were a-baking ; 

And ilka wife gied her a cake, 
To bonny Nathaniel Gordon. 
Widow, &c. 

When she gaed out at yon town end. 
The sodgers were a^ marching ; 

She turned her right and round about. 
And spied Nathaniel Gordon. 
Widow, &c. 

O mind ye not, young man, she said. 
Sin' you were on our border; 

Ye promised for to marry me. 
My bonny Nathaniel Gtirdon. 
Widow, &c. 

If I promised for to marry you. 
My dow, but and my dawty; 

And if I promised for to marry you, 
I^m sure I'se nae be fauty. 
Widow, &c. 
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141 take ye in at the church-door, 
Because ye^re vfet and weary ; 

And hae ye ben to yon church end, 
And marry you, my deary. 

O widow, are ye sleeping'now ? 

Or, widow, are ye waking? , 
Ye^ll open the gin, lat me come in, 

I was your only darling. 



Lord William has but ae dear son, 
In this world had nae mair ; 

Lord Lundie had but ae daughter. 
And he will hae nane but her. 

They dressed up in maids^ anay. 
And pass'^d for sisters fair ; 

With ae consent gaed ower the sea. 
For to sedc after lear. 

They baith did eat at ae braid board. 

In ae bed baith did lye ; 
When Lord Lundie got word o^ that, 

He^ taen her socm away. 
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When Lotd Lundie got word of that, 

An angry man was he ; 
He wrote his daughter on great haste, 

To return right speedilie. 

When she looked the letter upon, 
A light laugh then gae she ; 

But era she read it till an end, 
The tear blinded her e^e. 

Bad news, bad news, my love, Willie, 

Bad news is come to me ; 
My father'^s written a braid letter, 

Bids me gae speediliew 

Set trysts, set trysts, my love, Willie, 
Set trysts, I pray, wf me; 

Set trysts, set trysts, my love, Willie, 
When will our wedding be ? 

On Wednesday, on Wednesday, 
The first that ever ye see ; 

On Wednesday at twelve o'clock, 
My dear, 1^11 meet wi^ thee. 

When she came to h» fathar^s ha\ 
He hailed h» courteouslie ; 

Says, 1*11 forgie (fences past. 
If now ye^ll answ^ me. 



Will ye marry yon young prince, 

Queen of England to be ? 
Or will you marry Lord William's son. 

Be loved by nane but be ? 

I will marry yon young {Mince, 

Father, UT it be your will ; 
But I wou^d rather I were dead and gane, 

My grave I wou'^d win tilL 

When she was in her saddle set, 

She skjrred like the fire ; 
To go her hrid^oom for to meet. 

For whom she^ nae desire. 

On every tippet o** her horse mane 

There hang a siller bell ; 
And whether the wind blew east or west. 

They gae a sundry knelL 

And when she came to Mary's kirk. 

She skjrred like the fire; 
There her young bridegroom she did meet, 

For whimn shc^ nae desire. 

She looked ower her left shoulder. 

The tear blinded har eV; 
But looking ower her right shoulder, 

A blythe sight then saw she. 



There she saw Lord William^s son 7 

And mony a man him wi^ ; 
Wr targes braid, and glittering spears. 

Ail marching ower the lee. 

The minister looked on a book. 

Her marriage to begin ; 
If there is naething to be said, 

These two may job in ane. 

huly, huly, sir, she said, 
O stay a little wee ; 

1 hae a friend to welcome yet, 
That^s been a dear friend to me. 

O then the parson he spake out, 

A wise word then spake he ; 
You might hae had your friends welcomed 

Before ye^d come to me. 

Then in it came the bride^s first love. 
And mony a man him wi^; 

Stand back, stand back, ye jelly bridegroom- 
Bride; ye maun join wi^ me. 

Then out it speaks him Lord Lundie, 

An angry man was he; 
Lord William^s son will hae my daughter, 

Without leave ask'd of me. 
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But since it'^s sae that she will gang. 
And proved sae fause to thee ; 

I^U make a vow, and keep it true, 
Nae portion shall I ^e. 

Then out it speak'^s the bride^s first love. 
And light laugh then gae he; 

I^ve got the best portion now, my lord. 
That ye can gie to me. 

Your gude red gold I value not. 

Nor yet your white monie; 
I hae her by the hand, this day, 

That's far dearer to me. 

So gie the prince a coffer o' gold^ 

When he gaes to his bed ; 
And bid him clap his coffer o' gold. 

And 1^11 clap my bonny bnde* 
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3lodt anti tfTam Cortion^ 

Jock and Tam'^s gane o^er the sea, 
Joy be in their companie ; 
Our Scots^ lords may ever mourn. 
Till Jock and Tarn get a safe return. 
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These two into a tavern went. 
For rest it was their whole intent ; 
They caiPd for mugs o' nut-brown ale, 
Themselves they sweetly might regale. 

In came the guidman, in came he, 
What lords are ye, from what countrie ? 
We are lords in Scotland bom, 
Our lands lie lay, and yield nae com. 

We^re seeking fcnrtune, where fi)rtune may be^ 

For misfortune is nae man can flee ; 

And ae night'^s lodging we ask of you, 

And on the mom ye'se hae your due. 

We ask for wine^ we ask for beer. 

We ask for quarter's for Scots' lords here. 

We brew nae ale, nor brew we beer, 
And you Scotd' lords cannot quarter heve, 
Gudeman, said they, ye*re &r in the wrang, 
This night ye'U lodge baith Jock and Tam. 

In came the gudewife^ in came she, 
What lords are ye, or what countrie ? 
We are lords in Scotland bom. 
Our lands lie lay, and yield nae ccnm. 

We^re seeking fortune, where fortune may be. 
For misfbrtune is nae man can flee ; 
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And ae night^s lodging we ask. of yoa. 
And on the morn ye^se hae yoiir due. 

We brew nae ale, nor do we beer» 
Ye Scottish lords cannot quarter here. 
Gudewife, said they, yete far in the wrang, 
This mght ye maun lodge Jock and Tarn. 

They gart the gold and nlver flee, 
They sought nae change for th^ monie ; 
We hae quartered mony a man. 
But never the like o* Jock and Tarn. 



THE 

Word has gane thro** a' this land. 
And, O well noticed it maun be ; 

The English lords ore coming down. 
To dance and gain the yictorie. 

The king has made a noble cry. 
And well attended it maun be ; 

Come saddle ye, and bring to me. 
The bonny lass o^ Englessie. 

She started up a^ dress'd in white, 
Betweea him and his companie ; 
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Said, What will ye gie, my royal liege, 
If I will dance this dance for thee? 

Five good ploughs, but and a mill, 
I^U give you till the day ye die ; 

The bravest knight in all my court, 
I^U give, your husband for to be. 

She^s ta'^en the first lord by the hand. 
Says, Ye41 rise up and dance wi^ me ; 

But she made a^ tliese lords fifeteen 
To gie it up right shamefullie. 

Then out it speaks a younger lord. 
Says, Fye for shame ! how can this be ? 

He loosed his brand frae aff his side. 
Likewise his buckler frae his knee. 

He sware his feet should be his dead 

Before he lost the victcnie ; 
He danced full fast, but tired at last. 

And gae it up as shamefullie. 
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Hae ye^eard o' a widow in rich attire, 

Thajt rade on a well-shod poney ? /. 

She^s followed a tinkler frae Dee^nde, 
His name it is Geordie Downie. i. 

My bonny love, joe, my dearie you kn0w ; 

My bonny love, Geordie Dowme ; 
1^11 sell my hose, and drink my sheen, ; . 
And follow Geordie Pbwnie. 

Downie melts the brass, the brass. 

And Downie melts the tin, O ; 
And happy, happy is the town. 

That Downie enters in, O. 
My bonny Ipve, jo€^ &c. 

Ance I was Charlie Petrie^s wife. 
In the oukl town o^ Aberdeen, O; 

•But now I<in dnkler Downie'*s wife, 
Wi' the pearlin ower my een, O. 
, My bonny lovte, joe, &c. 

Adieu to the lads wi' white cockades. 

Likewise to the leather apron ; 
For 1*11 awa' wi' Downie the eaixd, 

He^s a brisk young lad and a vaporing . . 
My bonny love, joe, &e, 

VOL, II. F 
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Aft hae I played ait Ibe ring aad tbe ba^ 
And lang was a rantin' haAe ; 

But now my fioher does me forsake. 
And my friends they aU do negled m^ 



But gin I had servants at my command,. 

As I hae had i^ht mony ; 
For to send awa' to Glentauner's yetts 

Wr a letter to my vaotm* laddie^ 

O, is your true love a fauid or lord? 

Or is he a Highland caddOe ; 
That ye sae aflen call him by name. 

Your bonny, bonny rantin^ laddie ? 

« 

My true love he^s baith laird and bud. 
Do ye think I bae married a caddie ? 

O he is the noUe Earl d* Aboynei 
And he*s my bonny lantin' laddie^ 

O ye^se hae sarvants at your oommatid. 

As ye hae had right mony ; 
For to send awa* to Glentaiuia^s yetts 

Wi* a kttar to your nmtui' kddie. 



When Lord Aboyne the letter got, 
Wow, but he blinket boimy ; 

But ere three liacs o* it he ready 
O but his heart was sony. 

His face it ledUened like a flaise^ 
He graqped his swocd aae masijr; 

O wha is. thk dare be sae bauld, 
Sae crueLto use My 



Gae saddle totne five hundied nen, 
Gae saddle aatd make them, iready ;, 

Wir a milk-wbite sleed under everjMef 
For I^flfc going ta. bring hame my My, 

And when tk^ came to anki! Fedderate, 
He found her waiting ready ; 

And ke bmug^ her to Gastle Aboyne, 
Andnowshe^aWsaiiidearlady. 



O well like I to ride in a mist. 
And shoot in a northern win^ ; 

And Um betlcy a lady to steal, 
That^s come of a noUe kin. 
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Four an' twenty fiiir ladiecr 

Put on this lady^s sheen ; 
And as mony young gentlemep- 

Did lead her ower the green. 

Yet she preferred before them all. 
Him young Hastings the groom ; 

He's coosten a mist before them all. 
And away this lady has ta'^en. 

He's taken the lady on him behind. 
Spared neither grass nor coip ; 

Till they cameto the wood o^ Anumshaw^ 
Wh^ agun their loves were sworn. 

And they hae lived in that wood 

Full moTiy a year and day ; 
And were a^pp^rted from time to time. 

By what he made of prey. 

And seven bairns fair and fine. 

There she has bom to him ; 
And never was in gude church door, 

Nor ever got gude kirking. 

Ance she took harp into her hand, 

And harped them a^ asleep ; 
Then she sat down at their couch side. 

And bitterly did weep. 



Said, "Seven bairns hae I bom now, 

To my lord in the ha^; 
I wish they were seven greedy rats, 

To run upon the wa'. 
And I mysd*, a great grey cat, 

To ieat th^n ane and a\ 

For ten lang years now I hae lived 
Within this cave of stane ; 

And never was at gude church-door, 
Nor got no gude churching. 

O then out spake her eldest child, 

(And a fine boy was he;) 
O hold your tcmgue, my mother dear, 

I^ll-teQ you what to dee: 

Take you the youngest in your lap, 
Th6 next youngest by the hand ; 

Put aU the rest of us you before. 
As you learnt us to gang. 

And go with us unto some kirk, 
Y^u say they are built of stane ; 

And let us all be christened. 
And you get gude lurking. 

She took the youngest in her lap. 
The next youngest by the hand— 
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Set all the rest of than ber befom. 
As she learnt them to gmg. 

And she has left the wood with tbem. 

And to the kkk has gane; 
Where the gude priest diem dmstened. 

And gave her gude kirking. 



When Reedisdale and wise William 
. Were drinking at the wine ; 
There fell a roosing them amang, 
On an unruly time. 

For some o^ them hae rooa^d their hawks. 
And other some their hounds ; 

And other some their ladies fair. 

And their bowers whare they walked in. 

When out it spake him Reedisdale, 

And a lash word spake he ; 
Says, There is not a .lady fair, 

In bower wherever she be, 
But I oould aye her favour win, 

"Wi* ad bUnk o' my e'e. 
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Then out it qiake hmii wise WiOiain, 

Andaradb word spidce he ; 
^ys, I have a nster of my own, 

Ib boWttr wlvel:^ feyer she be, 
Ani ye will flol keif Awat wii^ 

Witk tht^ Umks of your e^e. 

What will ye wager, wise William ? 

My Umdis I'll wad with thei$ ; 
I<11 wad my head agamst yoiit land. 

Till t g<H toore mooie. 

Then Beedisdale took wise William, 

liaid 1^ in (Misoti stirang; 
That he might fi^ther gang tor rid«. 

Nor ae wtdrd tb h^ told. 

But he has written a braid letter, 

Beti^e6ii ih^ liight and day. 
And sent it to bin oWb antcir. 

By dcdl feather and gtfty. 

When she had read wise William's letter, 

Bheittiled and ibe kugh ; 
Said, Tery well) ikiy AeBat brothiir. 

Of ^ I hfiVe edeuoh. 

She looked out at her west window^ 
To see wh&t di^ cduM jee; 
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And there she spied him Beediad^^ ; 
Come riding ower the lea. 

Says, Come to me, mj mudens all^ 

Come hitherward to me ; 
For here it comes him Reedisdale, 

Who comes a^x)urting me. 

Come down, come down, my lady fair, 

A nght of you give me. 
Go from my yetts now, Reedisdale, 

For me you will not see. 

Come down, come down, my lady fair, 

A sight of you give me; 
And bonny are the gowns of lulk 

That I will give to thee. 

If you have bonny gowns of silk, 

mine is bonny tee ; 

Go from my yetts now, Reedisdale, 
For me you shall not see. 

Come down, come down, my lady fair, 

A sight of you 1*11 sec ; 
And bonny jewels, brooches, and rings, 

1 will give unto thee. 

If you have bonny brooches and lii^gs, 
O mine are bonny tee ; 
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Go ifom my yetts now^ Beedisdale, 
For me you shall not see. 

Cc«ne down^ come down, my lady fisur. 

One sight of you 1^11 see ; 
And boimy are the ha^s and bowers 

That I will give to thee. 

If yqu baive bonny ha'^s and bowers, 

O mine are bonny- tee ; 
Go fiom my yetts now, Beedisdale^ 

For me you shall not see. 

Come down, came down, my lady fair, 

A sight of you 141 see ; 
And bonny are my lands so broad. 

That I will ^ve to thee. 

If you have bonny lands so broad, 

min6 are boimy tee ; 

Go from my yetts now, Kdedisdale, 
For me ye will not see. 

Come down, come down, my lady fair, 

A sight df you 1*11 see; 
And bcmny are the bags of gbld 

That I will give to thee. 

If yoii have bonny bags of ^Id, 

1 have bags of the same ; 
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Go from my yetto noiT) Seodiadafe, 
For down I will Mt oone. 

CSome down^ come daw% mj Jady £ur^ 

One ffl^t of you I^ Me ; 
Or dtt 141 Mt your iMiiim on fin^ 

If better cannot be» 

Then be lla* «et die hoiut on fire. 

And all the xoit it tuke ; 
He turned hu w%fat faorae head about. 

Said, Alas ! tb^^ll neto gat out 

lAKk oat, look out) my maidgns fidr^ 

And see what Idoaee; 
How Re^difidak has fired our housd^ 

And now ride6o!*er the lea. 

Come hitherwards, my maidmiB fiar^ 

Come hither unto ma ) 
For thio' this reek, and thro' this smeek, 

O thro' it we must be* 

They took wet mantles them about, 

Their coffers by the band; 
And thro' the radt, and thro' the flames 

Alive they all have wan. 

When they had got out thro^ the fire, 
And able all to stand ; 
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She sent a maid to ifise William, 
To bniik Reedisdale's land. 

Your laod it mine now, ibeedisdale. 
For I hare won them free. 

If tbeare is a gude woman in the world, 
Your one nster is she. 



When two lowers love each other well, 
Great sin it were them to twinn ; 

And diis I qpeak from young Bearwdl, 
He loved a lady young, 

The mayor's daughter of Birktoun*brae, 
That lovely leesome thing. 

Que day when she was looking out. 
When washing her milk-white hands. 

That she beheld him, joaag Bearwell^ 
A&be came in the sands. 

Says, Waes me for you, young Beaiwell, 

Such tales of you are tauld ; 
They^ cause you sail the salt sea so far. 

As beyond Yorin&uld. 
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O shaU I bide in good gremwood^ 
Or stay in bower with thee ? 

The leaves are thick in good gre^iwoody 
Would hold you from the ridn ; 

And if you stay in bower with me, 
You will be taken and shin. 

But I caused build a ship for you. 

Upon Saint Innocent's day; 
141 bid Saint Innocent be your guide. 

And our Lady, that meikle may : 
You are a lady^s first true love^ 

God-carry you well away ! 

Th^i he sailed east, and he sailed west, 

By many a comely strand ; 
At length a puff of northern wind 

Did blow him to the land. 

When he did see the king and court. 

Were playing at the ba^ ; 
Gave him a harp into his hand. 

Says, Stay, Bearwell, and play. 

He. had not be^i in the king^s court 

A twelvemonth and a day ; 
Till there came lairds and lords anew. 

To court that lady gay. 
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Tbey wooed her with brooch and mg^ 
They nothing could keep back ; 

The yetj charters of their lands^ 
Into her hands they pat. 

She's done her down to Heyvalin, 

With the light of the moon ; 
Says, Will ye do this deed for me. 

And will ye do it soon ? 

Will ye go seek him, young Bearwell^ 

On seas wherever he be ? 
And if I live and bruik my life, 

Bewarded ye shidl be. 

Alas ! I am too young a skipper 

So far to sail the faem ; 
But if I live and bruik my life, 

1*11 strive to bring him hame. 

So he has sail'd east, and then sailed west. 

By many a comely strand ; 
TUl there came a blast of northern wind. 

And blew him to the land. 

And there the king and all his courfr 

Were playing at the ba'; 
Gave him a harp into his hand. 

Says, Stay, Heyvalin, and play. 
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He has ta^en up the harp in hand. 

And unto play went be ; 
And young Bearw^ was the first man 

In all that oompanie. 



lump ^\D^ne. 

Her mother died wh^i she was youiig^ 
Which gave her cause to BouJce great mots ; 

Her father married the waorst woman 
That ever lived in Christendom. 

She served her with foot aad hand, 
In every thing that she oould dee ; 

Till once in aa unludky time. 

She threw her in ower Craigy's sea. 

Says, Lie you tb»e^ dove Isabel, 
Ajud all my sorrows He with thee i 

Till Kemp Owyim come ower the sea^ 
And borrow you with kisses three. 

Let all the wadd do what they wiU,^ 
Oh ! borrowed, shall yoa nevear faet 

Her breath grew slirai^ her hair grew kog. 
And twisted thrice about the tree ; 
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And all the people far and iiear> 
Thou^ that a savage bea^ waa qb^ ; 

These news did ceme to Kemp Gwyne^ 
Wh^:e be lived fiur beyond the «ea, 

He hasted him to CraigjV sea. 

And on the savage beast look'd he ; 
Her breath was strange her bak was laogt 

And twisted was about the txw; 
And with a swing ^ came aibent* 

Coii^ to Cvaigy'^ei sea and kisa wilb me^ 

t 
Here is a royal bdlt,, she oriedy 

That I b«re feiiod m theorem soi; 
And while your body it isi<^ 

Drawn liiaU yoar blood never be ; 
But if you touqb me tail ov fi]i» 

I vow my be)t your death shaft bew 

He stepped in, gave her a loss. 
The royal bell he brought him wi^;: 

Her brea^ waa stvai^, hw haur was hag. 
And twisted twiceabout tibe treti 

And with a swing she eame atiowt, 
Ccmie to CiaigyV sea and kiss wHh ma 

Here is a royal ring, she said. 
That I have found in the green sea; 



And while your finger it is otf, 
Drann ^all yourlilood never be ; 

But if you touch me tail or fin, 

I swear my ring your death diall be. • • 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss, 

The royal ring he brought him wi^; 

Her breath was Strang, her hair was lang. 
And twisted anoe about the tree ; 

And with a swing she came about. 

Come to Craigy^ sea and kiss with me. 

Here is a royal brand, she said, 
That I have found in the green sea ; 

And while your body it is (m. 
Drawn shall your blood never be ; 

But if you touch me tail or fin, 

I swear my brand your death shall be. 

He stepped in, gave her a kiss. 

The royal brand he brought him wi^ ; 

Her breath was sweet, her hair grew short. 
And twisted nane about the tree ; 

And smilingly she came about. 
As fair a woman, as fiur could be. 
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Earl Richard, onoe upon a day. 
And all bis valiant men so wight. 

He did him do^rn to Barnisdale, 
Where all the IsIkI is fair and. light 

He was aware of a damoael, 

I wot fast on she did her bound ; 

With towers of gold upon her head. 
As fur a woman as could be found. 

Ife sud, Susk on you, fair ladye. 
The white flowers and the red ; 
For I would give my bonnie ship, 
. To get your maidenhead. 

I 
/ > • • * . 

I wish your bonnie ship rent and rive, 

And drown you in the sea ; 
For all this would not mend the miss 

That ye would do to me. 
. The mvi$:h not so great, ladye, . 

Soon mjBuded it might be. 

I bitve lour an' twenty mills in Scotland, 

Stands on the water of Tay ; . . 
VOL. II. G 



You^l haye them, and as much flour 
Aa they'll grind in a day. 

I wish your bomue ^p rtnt and me. 

And drown you in the sea ; 
For all that would not n^nd the mist 
i / That ye wcmld do %r me. 
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The nuss is not so great, lady^ 
Soon mended it will be. 

I have four an^ twenty milk-white cows. 

All calved in a day ; 
You'll have them, imd as much hain*d grass 

As they all (mcangae. 

I wish your bonnie ship rent and rive. 

And drown you in the sea; 
For all that would not mend the miss 

That ye would do to me. 
The miss is not so great, ladye. 

Soon mended it might be. 

I have four m^ twenty hiilk^white steeds. 

All foaled in one year ; 
You'll hate them, saoA as finidb red gold 

As all thehr backs can bear. 

She turned her right and roimd about, 
And she swore by the moldy 
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I would not be jour love, said she, 
|*or that church full of gold. 

He turned him right and round about» 
And he 8m»« by the mess ; 

Says, Ladye, ye my love shall be. 
And gold ye shall have less. 

She tnmed her right and round about. 
And she swore by the mocHi ; 

I would not foe your love, says she. 
For all the gold in Rome. 

He turned him right and round sibout. 
And he swore by the moon ; 

Says, Ladye^ ye my love shall be. 
And gold ye shsdl have none. 

He caught ber by the milk-white hand, 
'And by the grass green sleeve; 

And there has taken his will of her. 
Wholly without her leave. 

The ladyeftown'd, and sadly bkidi^d, 
Andvli! but she thought shame ; 

Sayi^ If you are a kxoght at aD, 
You surely wiU tdl me your name f 

fia some pkices they call me Jack, 
In other some they call me John ; 



But when into the queen'^s court, 
Oh, then, Lithcock it is my name ! 

Lithcock ! Lithcock ! the ladye said. 
And oft she spelt it ower again ; 

Lithcock, it's Latin, the ladye said, 
Richard'^s the English of that name. 

The knight he rode, the ladye ran, 

A live long summer^s day. 
Till they came to the wan water 

That all men do call Tay. 

He set his horse head to the water. 

Just thro' it for to ride ; 
And the ladye was as ready as him 

The waters for to wade. 

For he had never been as kind-hearted 

As to bid the ladye ride; 
And she had never been so low-hearted 

As for to bid him bide. 

But deep into the wan water. 
There stands a great big stone ; 

He turned his wight horse head about. 
Said, Ladye fair,. will ye loup on ? 

She's taken the wand was in her hand. 
And struck it on the faem ; 
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And before he got the middle stream, 

The ladye was on dry land 
By help of Grod, and our Lady, 

My help lyes not in your band I 

I learned it from my mother dear, 

Few are there that, have learned better, 

When I come to a deep water, 
I can swim, thro^ like ony otter. 

I learned it from my miother d^ar, . 

I find, I learned it for my weel, . 
When I CQme to a deep water, 

I oan jwim thro^ like ony eel. 

Turn back, turn back, you ladye fmr; 

You know lipt what I see; 
There is a ladye in that castle. 

That will burn you and me. / 
Betide me weel, betide me wae, 
,;That ladye I Will see* 

She todL a ting, from her finger. 

And gave it the poirter for his fee ; 
Says, Take you that, my good porter, 
, And bid the qUeen speak to me; 
,'<.. • .J. ' 

And when she, came before the queed^ 
There she .f^^UIoWi.dp.viilQP.ber/knee; 
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Si^, There is a kn^ht into your oonrt 
This ^ has fobbed me. 

Oh ! has he fobbed you of yotur gold ? 

Or has he robbed you of your &e ? 
He hiss not fobbed me ctfix^ gold. 

He has not robbed me of my fee; 
He has robbed me of my maideidieady 

The fidrcAt'fiow^r of my bodie. 

There is no knight in all n^ court 

That thus has robbed thee ; 
But you^ll have the tnith'Of his right hand. 

Or dse for your sake-he^ll die; 

Tho^ it wene Earl Richard, my oim brothar^ 

And, oh, forbid that it be ! 
Then sighing, said, the ladye fair, 

I wot the same man is he. 

The queen caUed on her merry men. 

Even iSfty men and three; 
Earl Bichard used to bethe first man. 

But now the Imidmost man wbb he. 

He's taken out cme hundred pounds^ 

And told it in his glove ; 
SKjrs, Take you that, my ladye fair, 

A^ 0eek ai^K^ther love. 
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Oh, 0p ) oby fio ! the ladjre ciaed, 

Thal^ what aball never be; 
hll hnYe the truth of your ngbt hand, 

^}ie q^teea it ga^e to me. 

I yfifik I h^d drunk of your wstor, lister. 
When I ^d dnpk your ynj^ ; 

That Ss^ a oarle> £Eiir daughtei^ 
It (iifn^ gar v^ dree all thU piiie. 

Mtif :t>e I am a carle's dau^ter^ 

And ipi^ lie never nane ; 
Wh^ ye met me iii the greenwcwd^ 

Why did you not let me alfine ? 

Wjttl ypu wear the short clothes, 

Or will you we^ the side ? 
Or will you walk to your wedding, 

Or will you till it xide? 

I will not.wear the short clothes, 

But I will wear. the side; 
I will QQt walk to ipy weddings 

Sutl.toit willp^ 

Wbfip ^ w«B mt upon the hpr^e^ 

T^ lady him behin* ; 
Then, wilid wd ^% were, the words 

The twa k^A.tlifm iwtv«»- 
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She said, Oeod.e^ati^ ye- nettles tall^ ^ 
Just there where ye grow at the dyke; 

If the auld earline ray mother were hepe, 
Sae weelVshe would your paites pyke. 

How she would stap you in her pbke, 
I wot at that she wadna fail ; 

And boU ye in her auld brass pan, • 
And of ye make right good kaib 

And she would meal you with milling. 
That she gathers at the miU, 

And make you thick as ony daigh ; 
And when the pan was brimful, • 

Would mess you up in scuttle dishes. 
Syne bid us sup till we were fou ; 

Lay down her head upon a poke, 
Then sleep and snoie- like .ony sow. 

Away, away, you bad woman. 

For all your vile words grieveth me ; 

When you hide so. little for yourself, 
I'm sure ye^U iiHle far less for me. 

I wish I had drunk your wat^, nster^ 
When that I did drink of your wine ; 

Since {iX a carle's fair daughter 
It aye gars me dree all Hm fune. 
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May be^ I am A carle's daughter, ' 

And may be never nane; 
When ye met me in the good greenwood, 

Why did you not let me alane ? 

Gude eVn, gude e'en, ye heather berries, 
As ye're growing on yon hill ; 

If the auld carHne and her bags were here, 
I wot she wc9ild get meat her filL 

Late, ktd at night, I knit our pokes, ■ 
With Gweti four an^ twenty knots ; 

And in the mom at breakfast time, 
1*11 carry the keys of an eari-s locks. 

Late, late at night, I knit our pokes, • 
Wijh even four an' twenty strings ; 

And if you look to my white fingers, ' 
Thgr haire as many gay. gold rings* 

Away, away^Jye ill woman^ 

So sore your vile words grieveth me ; 
When yoii hide «o little for yourself, .. 

Fm sure ye^ll hide far' less for me. 

But if you' are a earle's daughter^ . 

As I take you to be>; 
How did you get the ^ajjr cloathing^ 

In greenwood yehad on theie ? . . 
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M J mplhery she^ a poor 

She nursed earl -8 ehUdrea three ; 
And I got them from a fbst^ sister. 

For to bq^iUe «iich ng»k» as tbfe« 

But if yon be a earless dau^tter. 

As I bdieye you be; 
How did you Iwsi the good Infttin, 

In greenwood ye npok^ to me ? 

My jodother, fbfPa a mean woman^ 
She nursed earPs childrm three ; 

I leamtit from th^ chaplain. 
To beguile sueh sparka.aa ye. 



mass was suqg^ aind bells were rung, 
And all men bound for bed. 
Then Earl Bidiard and this ladye 
In ae bed they were hud. 

He turned hb fiswe unto the atock. 

And she bar's to the stane; 
Andeauld and dreary was die tore 

That was these twa between. 

Great mirtii was in the kitchen, 

Likewise intill the ha^ ; 
But in hb bed by Earl JBidiaid, 

Wqping theitearaawa'. 



He wept till he fdl fast arieep, 

Then slept till ligbt was oottK; 
Then be did hear the gentlemen 

TiMt talked in the room. 

Said, Saw ye ever a fitter match, 

Betwixt the ane and the ith^ ; 
The king o* Scotland's fair dochter. 

And the que^i o' England's brither ? 

And i»Aeiiie king o' ScotlfflKTs fair dochter ? 

This day, O weel is me ! 
For seven times has my steed been saddled. 

To come to eourt with thee; 
And with this witty lady fair. 

How bappy must I be ! 



Earl latbgow, he's a hunting gane. 

Upon a sunmier's day; 
And he^s fa'en in with a weel-far'd maid 

Was gadiering at the slaes. 

He's taen her by the milk-white hand, 
And by the grass*green sleeve ; 



He led her to the foot of a.treey' 
At her he spuer'^d nae leave. 

The lassie beiii£: wdl learned. 
She tumSher right around ; 

Says, Will ye be as good, kind sir. 
As tell to me your name ? 

Whiles they call me Jack, he^says. 
And whiles they call me John ; 

But when I'm in the queen's high court,. 
Earl Litchcock is iQy.ni^ne. 

The las^e being wdl learned, 

She spellM it ower again ; 
Says, Litchcock is a Latin word,. 

But Lithgow is your naihe. 

The lassie being well learned,^ 

She spelled it ower again ; 
Says, Litbgow is a gentle word. 

But Richard is your name. 

• • ■ t . • 

She has kilted her.^g^reen claUhjng^^ 
A little abeen her knee ;*. . > • • 

The gentleman rode, and the lassie ran,. 
Till at the water o' Dee. 

• r - 

When they were at the water o* Dfe, 
And at the narrow ade ; 
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He turned about his high horse liead. 

Says, Lassie, will ye ride ? 

» 

I learned it in my mother'^s bower, 
I wish I had learned it better ; 

When I came to this wan water, 
To swim Kke ony otter. 

I learned it in my mother^s bower, 
I wish I had learned it weel ; 

That ^hen I came to a wan water. 
To swim £ke ony eel 

She has kilted her green clidthing 

A little abeen her knee ; 
The gentleman rode, the lassie swam. 

Thro' the water o' Dee : 
Before he was at the middle o"* the water. 

At the other side was she. . 

She sat there and drest hersell. 

And sat upon a stone ; 
There she sat to rest hersell. 

And seehow he'd come on. ' * - 

How mony mileis hae ye to ride?* 
How mony hae I to ganj^F ^ • 

I've tUrty miles to lide, he sayld, < ' ' • * 
And ye^ve as mony to gang. - 



If ye've thirty miles to ride, Ae aays. 

And I^ve as rnony to gae ; 
Ye*ll get leave to gang yoursell. 

It will never be gaoie by me. 

She's gane to the ^^iCs lugh CDurt, 

And knocked at the pin ; 
Who was sae ready as the proud porter. 

To let this kuiy m r 

She's put her bcmd in her pocket, - 
And gi^en him guineas three ; 

Ye will gang to the queen hersell, 
And tdL her tlut frae me:«-» 

There is m lady at yoisr yetts, 

Can neither card nor spin ; 
But she can at in a bidy s bower. 

And lay gfSid on a seam* 

He's gane ben thro^ ae lang room. 
And he's gane ben thro^ twa ; 

Till he came to a lang, lang Iranee^ 
And thea came to the hft\ 



When he eame befispre tiii^ queeii^ 
Sat low down cm hit knee ; 

Win up^ wia up, my praad porltr. 
What makfn thmwrntiem? 
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There is a lady at your yetts, 

Can neither card nor spin ; 
But she can sit in a lady's bower. 

And lay gold on a seam. 

If there is a lady at my yetts. 

That cannot card nor sfun; 
Ye^U open my yetts baith wide and bnud, 

And let this lady in. 

Now she has gane ben thro' ae room, 
And she^s gane ben thro' tut^; 

And she gaed ben a lang, lang trance^ 
Till she came to the ha\ 

When she caaie befcnre the queen. 

Sat low down on her knee ; 
Win up^ win up^ my fair woman. 

What makes such courtesie ? 

My errand it^s to thee, O queen. 

My errand it^s to thee ; 
Thete^ ia a man within your courts 

Tins day Jbas robbed me. 

O, has ke^ taen yter puarse, your purse? 

Or taen your .penny &e ? 
Or hmlm taen your mmde»head. 

The flo^rar of your bodie? 



lie bafoa tMn my pant, my pane. 

Nor yet my pemj fee ; 
But he ha« taen inj maideiihead. 

The flower of injr bodies 

It if if he be a batchdor. 
Your husband he shall be; 

But if he be a married maii^ 
High hanged he shall be. 

Except it be'my brother, Litdicock, 

I hinna will it be he ; 
Sigh^di and said that gay lady. 

That very man isihe* 

Shc^s caird on her merry men a\ 
By ane, by twa, by three ; 

Earl Litchcock used to be the first. 
But the hindmost man was he. . . • 

He came cripple on the bade, 

Stane blind upon an e*e; 
And ngh^di and said, Eari Ridiaid, 

I doubt, this calls for mew 

He*s laid down a brand, > bran^ 
And next laid down a riiq^; 

It^ thrioe ^ minted to ihabnyiid, 
But die^ taoi \qp tbe nag; 
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There*s not a knight in a' the court, 
But calrd her a wise woman. 

He^s taen out a purse of gold> 

And tauld it on a stane ; 
Says, Take ye that, my fair woman. 

And ye^ll frae me be gane. 

I will hae nane o^ your purse o^ gold. 

That ye tell on a stane ; 
But I will hae yoursell, she says. 

Another 1^11 hae nane. 

He^has taen out another purse, 

And tauld it in a glove ; 
Says, Take ye that, my fair woman, 

And choice another love. 

1*11 hae nane o' your purses o' gold. 

That ye tell in a glove ; 
But I will hae yoursell, she says, 

I^U hae nae ither love. 

But he^s taen out another purse. 
And tauM it on his knee ; 

Stud, Take ye that, ye fair woman, 
Ye*ll get nae mair frae me. 

1*11 hae nane o^ your purses o^ gold. 

That ye tell on your knee ; 
VOL. II. H 
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bat I will hae yoursell; she says^ 
The queen has granted it me. 

will ye hae the short claithing. 
Or will ye hae the side ? 

Or will ye gang to your wedding. 
Or will ye to it ride ? 

1 winna hae the short daithing. 
But I will hae the side ; 

I winna gang to my wedding, 
But to it I will ride. 

The first town that they came till. 
They made the mass be sung ; 

And the next town that they came till. 
They made the bells be rung. 

And the next town that they came till. 
He bought her gay daithing ; 

And the next town that they came till. 
They held a fidr wedding. 

When they came to Mary-kirk, 
The nettles grew on the dyke ; 

If my auld mither, the carlin, were here, 
Sae well^ she would you pyke. 

Sae well^B she would you pyke, she says^ 
She wouM you pyke and pou^ ; 
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And wf the dust lyes in the mill, 
Sae wouM she mingle jou. 

Sfae<d take a speen intill her hand^ 

And sup ere she be fbu ; 
Sjme lay her head upon a sod, 

And snore like ony sow. 

When she came to yon mill dams, 

Says, Weel may ye clap ; 
I wyte my minme ne'er gaed by you 

Wanting mony a lick. 

He^ dtawn his hat out ower his face, 

Muckle shame thought he ; 
^^e*8 driven her cap out ower her locks. 

And a light laugh gae she. 

When they were wedded, and well bedded, 

And hame at dinner set ; 
Their out it spake our bride hersell, 

And she spake never blate. 

Put far afwa' your china plates. 

Put tbekn far awa' frae me ; 
And bring to me my humble gockies. 

That I was best used wi*. 

Put fitf'a^a' your siller speens, 
Had them far awa^ tnse me ; 
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And bring to me my horn cuttie% 
That I was best used wi^ 

When they were dined and well served^ 

And to th^r dancing set, 
Out it spake our bride again. 

For she spake never blate. 

If the auld carlin, my mither, were here, 

As I trust she will be, 
She^ll fear the dancing frae us a**. 

And gar her meal bags flee. 

When bells were rung, and mass was sung^ 

And a** men bound for rest ; 
Earl Richard, and the beggar^s daughter. 

In ae chamber were placed. 

Had far awa** your fine claithing, 

Had them far awa^ frae me ; 
And bring to me my peachy clouts. 

That I was best used wi/ 

Had far awa^ your Holland sheets. 

Had them far awa"* frae me; 
And bring to me my canvas clouts. 

That I was best used wi'. 

Lay a pock o^ meal beneath my head» 
Another. aoeath my feet ; 
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A pock o' seeds beneath my knees^ 
And soundly will I sleep. 

Had far awa% ye carlin's get, 

Had far awa^ frae me ; 
It disna set a carlin's get, 

My bed-fellow to be. 

It^s may be I^m a carlin^s get. 

And may be I am nane ; 
But when ye got me in good greenwood. 

How letna you me alane ? 

It is if you be a carlin^s get. 

As I trust well ye be ; 
Where got ye all the gay cluthing, 

You brought to greenwood with thee ? 

My mother was an auld nourice, 

She nursed bairns three ; 
And whiles die got, and whiles she staw. 

And she kept them a^ for me ; 
And I put them on in good green^^od, 

To beguile fause squires like thee. 

It^s out then spake the billy-blin. 
Says, I speak nane out of time ; 

If ye make her lady o' nine cities, 
She^ll make you lord o' ten. 



Out it spake the billy-blin, 

Says, The one may serve the other ; 
The king of Gk>sford's ae daughter. 

And the queen of Scotland's brother. 

Wae but worth you, billy-blin, 

An ill death may ye die ! 
My bed-fellow he^d been for seven years. 

Or he^d ken^d sae muckle frae me. 

Fair fa' ye, ye billyJblin, 

And well may ye aye be ; 
In my stable is the ninth horse I^ve kill'd 

Seeking this fair ladie : 
Now we^re married, and now we^re bedded^ 

And in each other^s arms shall lie. 



In Edinburgh lived a lady. 

Was caM Lizie Lindsay by name ; 
Was courted by mony fine suitors. 

And mony rich person of fame. 
Tho^ lords o' renown had her courted, 

Yet none her favour could gain. 
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Then spake the young laird o' ELiugcaussie, 
And a bonny young boy was he; 

Then let me a year to the city, 
I'll come, and that lady wi^ me. 

Then spake the auld laird o^ Kingcaussie, 

A canty auld mannie was he ; 
What think ye by our little Donald, 

Sae proudly and crously cracks he ? 

But he*s win a year to the city. 

If that I be a living man ; 
And what he can mak o^ this lady. 

We shall lat him do as he can. 

He's stript a£P his fine costly robes. 

And put on the single liverie ; 
With no equipage nor attendance. 

To Edinburgh city went he. 

Now there was a ball in the city, 
A ball o^ great mirth and great fame ; 

And & danced wi^ Donald that day. 
But bonny Lizie Lindsay on the green. 

Will ye gang to the Hielands, bonny Lizie? 

Will ye gang to the Hielands wi' me ? 
Will ye leave the south country ladies, 

And gang to the Hielands wi' me. 
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The lady she turned about, 

And answered him courteouslie ; 

I^d like to ken faer I am gaun first. 
And fa I am gaun to gang wi\ 

O, Lizie, ae favour 141 ask you, 

This favour I pray not deny ; 
Ye^l tell me your place o' abode, 

And your nearest o^ kindred do stay. 

Ye41 call at the Canogate port. 

At the Canogate port call ye ; 
Ml gie you a bottle o' wine, 

And 141 bear you my companie. 

Syne he called at the Canogate port. 
At the Canogate port call'^d he ; 

She gae him a bottle o^ wine, 
And she gae him her companie. 

Will yc gang to the Hielands, bonny Lizie ? 

Will ye gang to the Hielands wf me ? 
\Vill ye leave the south country ladies. 

And gang to the Hielands wi^ me ? 

Then out spake Lizic's auld mither. 

For a very auld lady was she ; 
If yc cast ony creed on my doditer. 

High hanged 141 cause you to be. 
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keep hame your docfater, auld woman. 
And latna her gang wi^ me ; 

1 can cast nae mair creed on your dochter 
Nae mair than she can on me. 

Now, young man, ae question 1^11 ask you, 
Sin' ye mean to honour us sae; 

Ye^U tell me how braid your lands lie, 
Your name, and faer ye hae to gae P 

My father he is an auld soutter. 

My mither she is an auld dey ; 
And I^m but a puir broken trooper, 

My kindred I winna deny. 

Yet I^m nae a man o"* great honour. 
Nor am I a man o^ great fame ; 

My name it is Donald McDonald, 
1*11 tell it, and winna think shame. 

Will ye gang to the Hielands, bonny Lizie ? 

Will ye gang to the Hielands wi' me ? 
Will ye leave the south country ladies. 

And gang to the Hielands wi' me ? 

O, Donald, 1^11 gie you ten guineas. 
If ye wouM but stay in my room ; 

Until that I draw your fair picture. 
To look on it fan I think lang. 
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No ; I carena mair for your guineas, 
Nae nudr than ye care for mine ; 

But if that ye love my ain person, 
Gae wi** me, mud, if ye incline. 

Then out spake Li2;ie's bower woman, 
And a bonny young lassie was she ; 

Tho^ I was bom heir to a crown. 
Young Donald, I wouM gang him wi\ 

Up r^se then the bonny young lady. 
And drew till her stockings and sheen ; 

And packed up her claise in fine bundles. 
And awa^ wi^ young Donald she^s gane. 

The roads they were rocky and knabby. 
The mountains were baith strait and stay ; 

When Lizie grew wearied wi^ travel. 
For she^d travelPd a very lang way, 

O turn again, bonny Lizie Lindsay, 

O turn again, said he ; 
We're but ae day's journey frae town, 

O turn, and I'll turn wi*" thee. 

Out speaks the bonny young lady, 
Till the saut tear blinded her e'e ; 

Altho' I'd return to the city. 
There's nae person wouM care for me. 
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When they came near the endo^ their journey^ 
To the house o^ thdur father^s milk dey ; • 

He Biud, stay still there, Lizie Lindsay, 
Till I tell my mither o' thee. 

When he came into the shieleu, 

She hailed him courteouslie; 
Sud, Ye^re welcome hame, Sir Donald, 

There^s been mony ane calling for thee. 

O, ea** me nae mair, Sir Donald, 
But Donald McDonald, your sod ; 

We41 carry the joke a bit farther, 
There^s a bonny young lady to come. 

When Lizie came into the shielen. 
She lookM as if she^d been a feel ; 

She sawna a seat to sit down on, 
But only some sunks o' green feall. 

Now make us a supper, dear mither. 
The best o^ your cruds and green whey ; 

And make us a bed o' green rashes. 
And covert w? huddins sae grey. 

But Lizie bebg wearied wi' travel. 

She lay till^t was up T the day. 
Ye might hae been up an hour seener, 

To milk baith the ewes and tibe kye. 



108 

Out then spesks the boiuiy young lady. 
Whan the saut tear diapt frae her eye ; 

I wish that I had bidden at hame, 
I can ndther milk ewes nor kye. 

I wish that I had bidden at hame. 
The Hielands I never had seen > 

Altho' I love Donald M'Donald, 
The laddie wi' blythe blinking een. 

Win up, win up, O bonny Lizie, 
And dress iir the silks sae gay ; 

141 show you the yetts o' Kingcaussie, 
Whare I^ve play'd me mony a day. 

Up raise the bonny young lady. 
And drest in the silks sae fine ; 

And into young Donald's arms, 
Awa^ to Eingcausi^e she^s gane. 

Forth came the auld laird o^ Kingcaussie, 

And hailed her courteouslie ; 
Says, Ye*re welcome, bonny Lizie Lindsay^ 

Ye're welcome hame to me ! 

Tho' lords o' renown hae you courted, 
Young Donald your favour has won ; 

Ye'*se get a^ the lands o^ Kingcaussie, 
And Donald McDonald, my son. 
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There was a knight, a baron bright, 

A knight of high degree ; 
He had but only one dear son. 

And a bonny young lad was he. 

He^s brought him up at schools nine, 

So has he at schools ten ; 
The boy he learned to hold the plough 

Among his father^s men. 

It fell ance upon a day, 

His father to him did say ; 
Ye^ll sink your lands for want of heirs. 

Go wed some lady gay. 

Ye hae lands, and ye hae rents^ 
And towers to bring them tee ; 

And ye must wed a lady to them, 
And a lady of high degree. 

O, what lady will I bring home. 
Father, that will please thee ? 

Ye^U go to the maid in yon castle^ 
I^m sure she will take thee. 
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But what if she love mj lands and rente 

Better than she loves me ? 
But I shall try her lowest love. 

Before she comes wi' me. 

Then he^ taen aff his scarlet coat, 
Was well trim'd o'er wi* gold ; 

And he put on the hireman'^s coat, 
To had him frae the cold. 

He^s taen his staff into his hand. 

So well as it set him to wiel ; 
And he's gaen whistling o'er the hill. 

Like ony hireman chieL 

He has gone to yon knight's castle. 
In yon knight's green stood he ; 

Says, Want ye ony servant lads. 
To serve for meat and fee ? 

For I can had the plough, he siud. 
And saw the com tee. 

If ye can had the plough, the knight stiSd, 

And saw the com tee, 
Gude sooth, my lad, we shall not part. 

For gold, nor yet for fie. 

He did the work he took in hand, 
And his master lov'd him wiell ; 



m 

And all the lasses far and near. 

They lov^d the hireman chiel ; 
But and the lady of that place. 

She lov*d him very well : 

But could not get his mind reveaTd, 

At a convenient time ; 
Until she dropt some open lines, 

To meet him at his dine. 

He read it in a secret place, 

A light laugh then gae he ; 
Said, If I manage my business weU, 

I think 141 be paid my fee. 

It fell ance upon a day. 

He was feeding his oxen rare ; 
When by it came that lady gay. 

And a^ her maries fair. 

Good morrow, good morrow, young nian^ she said. 

Good morrow unto you. 
He turned him right and round about, 

And gave her a courteous bow. 

I wonder much at you, young man, 

I^m sorry for you, now ; 
You that^s a man of so good parts, 

Would hold my father'^s plough. 
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I think as much to hold the plough^ 
As you do of your maries fSEur ; 

I like as well to hold the plough. 
As if I were your father^s heir. 

But if you love me as you say. 

And as ye confess ye dee ; 
The mom's night, at twelve o^clock. 

In the greenwood ye*ll meet me. 

I do love you as I say. 

And as I confess I do ; 
My maidenhead it feareth me. 

To meet so late with you. 

No fear of that, at aH, fair maid^ 

No fear of that, said he ; 
If ye come a maid to gude greenwood, 

Ye'll return a maid for me, 

O mirk and misty was the night. 

And mirk and rainy tee ; 
As soon as these two lovers met, 

He kissed her tenderlie. 

Great impudence, great impudence, 
Great impudence, said she ; 

Ye^re but my father's ploughman lad,. 
How dare you trouble me ? 
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No impudence, no impudence, 

No impudence at a^ ; 
For I never used such impudence 

Till liberty I saw. 

The night it^s misty, mirk, and weet. 

The dew is falling down ; 
And I*m afrdd of your green cloathing. 

That it spoil your glistering gown. 

If ye are tired of my companie. 
Why did ye tryst me here ? 

I would not tire of your companie, 
Tho^ this lught had been a year. 

If your mother get word of this, 

Right angry will she be ; 
And if your father get word of this. 

He will gar hang me hie. 

No fear of that, my ain true love, 

No fear of that, said she ; 
s If one drop of your blood be spilt, 
They^se never see good of me. 

141 take my mantle me about. 
Walk in your garden green ; 
They*ll wonder a^ what^s troubled me. 

That I*ve got up so seen. 
VOL, II. I 
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WorcPs gaen upv tad word's gaen dowii^ 
And word^s gaen thro* the ha\ 

And word has gane to her father. 
Among the noblea a\ 

If the tale be true that I am taold, 

As I trust well it be ; 
The mom, or I eaior drink, 

Hie hanged shall he be. 

He turned him ri^t and roimd about, 

A light laugh then gae he ; 
Says, The lout^t stood never on your green. 

This day that dare hang me. 

Then he^s gaen o^er the leys again. 
Like the bird that always flaw ; 

And left the lady in her bower» 
To let the saut tears £l*. 

A twelvemonth being gone and past, 

A twelvemonth and a day; 
There came a young squire from the west. 

To court that lady gay. 

Then he has gained her mother^s lave. 

But and her father^s tee ; 
But ne'er could gain the lady^s love^ 

For a' his high degree. 



O fair mat fa^ you, my ae daughter, 
. And a good deed mat ye die ; 
Ye*ve laid your love on a bonny young squire, 
And let the hireman gae. 

O hold your tongue, my mother dear, 

Let all your fpUy be ; 
The squire stood never upon ywr gr^eti . 

Like the hireman cbiel to me. 

Early next morning die drest up, 

And all her marks fair ; 
The hnoeman cUdl was her firal foot. 

As she went to take the air. 

wae mat worth ye^ ye hireman ^iel, 
An ill deed mat y^ die ; 

Ye might hae Canld me Yfkfi^ y« dwa}t, 
Or in wimt eooiolane. 

1 would hae left my maries a\ 
And gane aloi^g with thee ; 

If the tale he tfue tliat I am tdid. 
As I trust w.dA k he. 

Reach here your iiaii4, and take this ring, 

And go along wilh me ; 
Do for yourself, my o^m true lov^. 

Do for yourself and me. 
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Here is my Father coming up. 

Twenty well arm'd him wi*; 
Here is my father coming up» 

But married I ne^er shall be. 

If I had you on yon hill head, 

And thro' yon dowie glen ; 
I wouMna fear your father dear. 

Nor all his armed men. 

Beat up, my boys, the old man cries. 

Come all in good array ; 
For here it comes the young hind chiel, 

That^s stown our bride away. 

Out it speaks her first bridegroom. 

An angry man was he ; 
If I had known she^d been lov'd by him. 

She shou'd never been lov^d by me. 

When they were up on yon hiEi head. 

And thro' yon dowie glen; 
They spied his father's jgilded coach. 

And an hundred armed men. 

When her father saw the sight,^ 

A blythe old man was He ; 
Said, Lang hae ye serv'd me for her sake^ 
Come back, I^ll pay you your fee. 
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I winna come back, I shall not come back, 

I winna come back to thee ; 
Lang have I served you for her sake, 

I^ve now come and taen my fee. 



Donald, he^s come to this town. 

And he's been lang awa\ 
And he is on to Lizie^s bedside, 

Wi' his tartan trews and a'. 

How wou^d you like me, Lizie, he said. 

An I ware a^ your ain ? 
Wi' tartan coat upo' my back. 

And single soled sheen ; 
A blue bonnetie on my head, 

and my twa winking een. 

Weel wou^d I like you, Donald, she said, 

An ye ware a^ my ain ; 
Wi' tartan coat upo* your back, 

And single soled sheen ; 
And little blue bonnetie on your head. 

And blessings on your een. 
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But bow wou^d ye like me, Donald, she said. 

An I ware a** your ain, 
Wi^ a siller snood into my head, 

A gowd fen in my hand, 
And maidens clad in green satins. 

To be at my command ? 

Wetl wou^d I like you, Lisie, he said. 

An ye ware a' my ain ; 
Wi^ a siller snood into your head, 

A gowd fan in your hand ; 
But nane o* your miudeiM clad in green. 

To be at your oommand. 

Then but it speaks her imther dear. 
Says, Lizie, I maun cross you ; 

To gai^ alang wi^ this young man. 
We'd think we had biit lost you. 

O had your tongu^ my mitha: dew. 
And dinna think to break mt ; 

For I will gang wi** dm young man. 
If it is his will to take me. 

Donald McQueen rade \ip the gre^i. 
On ane 6^ Dumfermline^s horses ; 

And Lizie Menzie followed him. 
Thro' a' her fathor^a foiees. 



O follow me, Lizie, my heart's ildight, 
And follow me for 3K>u please ; 

Rype well the grounds o* my poaches, 
And ye'U get tempcing cheese. 

O wae mat worth you, Donald M^ueen, 

Alas ! that ever I saw thee ; 
The first love token ye gae me^ 

Was the tempting eheese-o* Py vie. 

O wae be to the tempting cheese. 
The tempting cheese o' Fyvie, 

Gart me forsake my ain gudeoaan. 
And follow a footma» laddie. 

But lat me drink a hearty browst. 

Just sic as I did hiew ; 
On Seton brave I turned my back, 

A' for the sake o^ yoa. 



She didna wear the alkea gewns 
Were made into Dumbarton ; 

fiut she it to the Highhiids gane, 
To wear the weeds o" tartan. 

She^s cBsten aff the faigUieel'd sheen. 
Made o^ the Turkey leather; 

And she^s put on the wngte brogoes, 
To skip amo^ the heather. 
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Well can IKmald hunt the buck. 

And well can Lizie sew ; 
Whan tther trades begin to fail^ 

They can take their bowies and brew. 



woe is me, the time draws nigh 
My love and I must part ; 

No one doth know the cares and fears 
Of my poor troubled heart 

Already I have suffered much, 

Our parting cost me dear ; 
Unless I were to go with you, 

Or you to tarry here. 

My heart is fixed within his breast. 
And that he knows right well ; 

1 fear that I some tears will shed. 
When I bid you farewdl. 

When I bid you farewell^ she said. 

This day, and woe is me; 
And cauld and shrill the wind blows still. 

Between my love and me. 
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The hat my love wears on his head, 

It^s not made of the woo ; 
But it is o^ the silk so fine, 

And becomes his noble brow. 

His eyes do wink, and aye so jimpy 
His hair shines like the broom ; 

And I would not gie my laddie^s lore 
For all the wealth in Borne. 

He said. Farewell, my dearest dear, . 

Since firom you I must go ; 
Let never your heart be full of grief. 

Nor anguish make you woe. 

If life remuns, I will return. 

And bear you companie ; 
Now cauld and shrill the wind blows still 

Between my love and me. . 

His bonny middle is so well made^ 
His shoulders brave and braid; 

Out of my mind he'll never be. 
Till in my grave I'm laid. 

Till I'm in grave laid low, she says, . 

Alas! and woe 18 me; 
Now cauld and raw, the wind does blaw, 

Between my love and me. 
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Some do BMura for oxeo^ she said. 

And others mourn for kye; 
And some do mourn for dowie death. 

But none for love but I. 

What need I make all this din, 

For this will never dee ; 
And oauld and shrill the wind blaws still 

Between my love and m& 

She's taen her mantle ber about, 

And sat down by the shore. 
In hopes to meet with some relief, 

But still ber grief grew more. 

O 1*11 fflt here while my lifers in, 

Untill the day I die ; 
O cauld and shrili die wind blawa still 

Between my love and me. 

O see ye not ycm bonny ship. 

She's beauteous to behcdd ; 
Her sails are of the tafety &ie. 

Her topmasts diine like gold. 

In yonder ship my love does skip, 

And quite forsaken me ; 
And caiUd and dirill the wind Uaws atill 

Between my love and me. 
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My love he's neither laird nor lord, 

Nor ane of noble kin ; 
But my bonny love, the sailor bold, 

Is a poor millar^s son* 

He is a millar^s son, she says, 

And will be till he die ; 
And cauld at^ shrill the wind htaws still 

Between my love and me. 

My love he^s bound to leave the land. 

And cross the watery faem ; 
And the bonny ship my lore sails in. 

The Goldqpink is her name. 

She stuls mair bright than Phoebus fair 

Out o^er the raging sea; 
And cauld and i^rill the wind Utws ^l 

Between my love and die. 

He pronused to send letters to ine. 
Ere six months they were gone; 

But now nine months tb^ are expired. 
And I've received nobe. 

So I m^ fiigh, and say, alas ! . 

This day, and woe is me ; 
And cauld and shrfll tike nud blaws stiU 

Between my hvt and me. 
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I wish a 8tock*6tone aye on earthy 
And high wings on the sea ; 

To cause my true love stay at home, 
And no more go from me. 

What needs me for to wish in vain ? 

Such things will never be ; 
The wind blaws sair in every where 

Between my love and me. 



PART SECOND. 



A bonny boy the bdlad read, 

Forbade them sair to lie ; 
She was a lady in Southland town, 

Her name was BarT)arie. 

She thought her love abroad was gone. 

Beyond the raging sea ; 
But tliere was nae m^ between them twa, 

Than a green apple tree. 

Cheer up your heart, my dearest dear, 

No more from you 141 part ; 
I^m come to ease the cares and fears 

Of your poor troubled heart. 
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All for my sake ye've suffered muchy 

I^m come to cherish thee ; 
And now we^ve met, nae mair to part, 

Until the day we die. 

I wish'd your face was set in glass, 

That I might it behold ; 
And the very letters of your name. 

Were wrote in beaten gold. 

That I the same might bear about, 
Thro^ many strange couotrie ; 

But now we^re met, nae mair to party 
Until the day we die. 

Here is a ring in pledge of lovey 

I still will you adore ; 
Likewise a heart that none can move, 

A prince can give no more. 

A prince can give no more^ my love, 
Than what I give to thee ; 

Now we are met, nae mair to part^ 
Until the day we die. 

I pronused to send letters to thee. 
Ere six months they were gone ; 

But now nine m6nths they are expired. 
And I^m returned home. 



Now from the seas I am returned, 

My dear, to comfort thee ; 
And now we^re met, nae mair to part, 

Until the day we die. 

Ye say I'm n^b^ laird nor lord, 

Nor one of noble kin ; 
But ye say iHn. a sailor bold. 

But and a ttilbi^s son. 

When ye come to my father^s mill, 
Ye shall grind mutMre free ; 

Now we^ met, nae raair to part, 
Until the day we die. 

Ye say I<m faovnd to leave the land. 
And cross the watery kem,; 

The ship that your true love eommands. 
The Gloldsf^nk is her name. 

Tho^ I were ^ir o'er all Soodand, 

Ye should be My £ree; 
And now we^ met, nae mair to part, 

Until the day we die. 
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Now is my departing time. 

And I am gaen to leave you a'; 
There's nae a rival in the toun, 

But what could wish I were awa*". 
My time is come, I maun demit, 

And froe your company reca^ ; 
I hope ye^e a* my friends as yet,— 

Guid-fiight, and joy be wi* you a* ! 

I've spent some time, I maun confess. 

In your sweet dvil oompanie; 
For ony o^M;e that I hae^dune, 

I needs that I for^en may be. 
For what I've dune for want o* wit, 

My memory does not reca'; 
But I'm now forced for to flity— 

Guid-night, and joy be wP you a' ! 

For com^iments I nerw loVd, 
Nor yet ower talkative to be ; 

Nor yet a multitude o' words. 

They bdang to maids o* high degree. 
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For what I^ve done for want o' wit, 
My memory does not reca^ ; 

I wish ye a"* prosperity, — 

Guid-mght, and joy be wP you a"* ! 



There were twa sisters in a bower. 
Hey wi' the gay and the grinding ; 

And ae ling's son hae courted them baith, 
At the bonny, bonny bows o^ London. 

He courted the youngest wi' broach and ring. 
Hey wi^ the gay and the grinding ; 

He courted the eldest w? some other thing. 
At the bonny, bonny bows o' London. 

It fell ance upon a day, 
- Hey wi* the gay and the grinding, 
The ddest to the youngest did say. 
At the bonny, bonny bows o"* LcHidon : 

Will ye gae to yon Tweed mill dam. 
Hey wi' the gay and the grindii^; 

And see our father^'s ships come to land. 
At the bcmny, bonny bows o* London. 
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They baith stood up upon a stane, 
Hey wr the gay and the grinding ; 

The eldest dang the youngest in, 

At the bonny, bonny bows o' London. 

She swimmed up, sae did she down, . 

Hey wi*" the gay and the grinding ; 
Till she came to the Tweed mill-dam. 

At the bonny, bonny bows o^ London^ 

• 

The millar's servant he came out^ 
Hey wi' the gay and the grinding ; 

And saw the lady floating about. 

At the bonny, bonny bows o' London. 

O master, master, set your mill, 
Hey wi' the gay and the grinding ; 

There is a fish, or a milk-white swan. 
At the bonny, bonny bows o! London* 

They could not ken her yellow hair^ 
Hey W the gay and the grinding ; 

The scales o^ gowd that were laid there. 
At the bonny, bonny bows o^ London* 

They could not ken her fingers sae white. 
Hey wi^ the gay and the grinding ; 

The rings o^ gowd they were: sae bri^t. 
At the bonny, bonny .bdws o^ Londpn* 
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They could not ken her middle sae junp» 
Hey wi^ the gay and the grinding; 

The stays o' gowd were so well laced. 
At the bonny, bonny bows o' London. 

They could not ken her foot sae fiur, 
Hey wi' the gay and the grinding ; 

The shoes o^ gowd they w^e so rare, 
At the bonny, boiiny bows o^ Lbndon. 

Her father^s fiddler he came by. 

Hey wr the gowd and the grinding ; 

Upstarted her ghaist before his eye, 
At the bonny, bonny bows o^ London. 

Ye41 take a lock o^ my yellow hur, 
Hey wi^ the gay and the grindiilg; 

Ye^ll make a string to your fiddle there, 
At the bonny, bonny bows o^ London. 

Ye41 take a lith o^ my little fii^r bane. 
Hey wi^ the gay and the grinding ; 

And ye^ll make a pin to your fiddle then. 
At the bonny, bonny bows o' London. ^ 

He*s ta'en a lock o' her yeUow fcair. 
Hey wi' the gay and die grinding ; 

And made a string to his fiddle dieie, 
At tiw bomiy, bonny bows o^ London* 



ISl 

He^s taeti a Iith o^ her little finger bane. 
Hey wr the gay knd the grinding ; 

And heS made a pio to his fiddk then, 
At the bonny, bonny bows o' Loiidon. 

The first and iq^ring the fiddle did play, 
Hey wi' the gay and the grinding ; 

Said, Ye41 drown my sister, as Ae^ dun& me, 
At the bonny, bonny bows o^ London. 



It was ettly on a May morning, 

Before the sun upraise, 
I first put on ray stockings, 

And then put on my daii^e. 

I did ftte «o a shott window, 
To see what I cou^ see ; 

And she^s down amang the heather. 
That wi' her Vd tirre and die. 

^le^s taeli h«r mantle her about, 

Her coffer by the band ; 
And she\i awa' to giMte greenwood. 

As fast as she con^ Sang. 
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She hadna pu^ed a flower, a flower, 
Nor broken a branch but twa. 

Till by there came a gentleman, 
Said, Fair maid, come awa^ ; 

For I am forester in this wood. 

And I hae power to pine ; 
Your mantle or your maidenhead. 

Which o' them will ye twine ? 

O, if ye take my silk mantle. 

Another I can spin ; 
But if ye take my maidenhead, 

The like I<11 never fin'. 

He looked high, and lighted low. 
Took the fair maid by the hand ; 

And gript her by the middle sma\ 
Thinking to do her wrang. 

But the maid, she being stout-hearted. 
And on her feet cou^d stand ; 

She loosed awa^ her apron strmgs, 
And baith his hands she band. 

Turn back, turn back, fair maid, he said. 
Loose me, and let me gang ; 

1^11 make a vow, and keep it true. 
To you 141 do nae wrang. 
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But ha, ha, young man, she says, 

It lies not in you then ; 
Aitho^ I've lost my apron strings, 

It's you that has the shame. 

The knight lay mourning by the way. 
The maid came singing hame ; 
> O bonny, bonny is the heather 
In summer, when in bloom. 

To lie my lane, I think it's lang. 
My bonny love fain wouM see ; 

And he is down amang the heather, 
Wi' him I'd live and die. 



iLotti Walton $i: ^uct)anact)ie. 

Auchanachie Grordon is bonny and braw. 
He would tempt any woman that ever he saw; 
He would tempt any woman, so has he tempted me. 
And I'll die if I getna my love Auchanachie. 

In came her fether tripjwg on the floor. 
Says, Jeanie, ye're trying the tricks o^ a whore; 
Ye're caring for them that cares little for thee, 
Ye must marry Salton, leave Auchanachie. 
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Auchanachie Gordon, he is but a man, 
Altho' he be pretty, where lies his free land ? 
Salton's lands they Ue broad, his towers they stand hie. 
Ye must marry Salton, leave Auchanachie. 

Salton will gar you wear silk gowns fring'd to thy knee. 
But ye*ll never wear that wi' your love Auchanachie. 
Wi' Auchanachie Gordon I would beg my bread. 
Before that wi' Salton I<d wear gowd on my head ; 

Wear gowd on my head, or gowns fringM to the knee. 

And 1^11 die if I getna my love Auchanachie ; 

O Salton^s valley lies low by the sea, 

He^s bowed on the back, and thrawin on the knee. 

O Salton's a valley lies low by the sea. 
Though he^s bowed on the back, and thrawin on the knee, 
Though he^s bowed on the back, and thrawin on the knee. 
The bonny rigs of Salton tbey^re nae thrawin tee. 

O you that are my parents, to church may me bring. 
But unto young Salton I^U never bear a son ; 
For son, or fin* daughter, I<11 ne^er bow-my knee. 
And 1^11 die if I getna my love Auchapachie. 

When Jeanie was married, from church was brought hame. 
When she wi' her maidens sae merry shou'd hae been ; 
When she wi^ her maidens sae merry should hae been, 
She^s called for a chamber to weep there her lane. 
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Come to yout bed Jeanie, my honey and my sweet, 
For to stile you mistress I do not think it meet. 
Mistress, or Jeanie, it is a^ ane to me, 
It^s in yoiir bed, Saltoo^ I never will be. 

Then out spake her father, he spake wi' renown, 
Some of you that are B^iaidens, ye41 loose aff her gown ; 
Son^e of y^u that are m^u^ens, ye^l lopse aff her gown, 
And 1^11 mend the manage w^ ten thousand crowns. 

Then ane of her maidens th^y loosed aff her gown, 
But bonny Jeanie Gordon, she {ell in i^ swoon ; 
She fell in a swoon low down by th^ir knee, 
Says, Look on, I die for my love Auchajiachie ! 

That very same day Miss Jeanie did die. 

And hame came Auchanacbie, hawe frae the sea ; 

Her father and mither wel^m'*d him at the gate. 

He said, Whereas ]\(iss 4^eaiHe, tl^ sb^^ft nae here yet ? 

Then forth came her maidens, all wringing thdur hands. 
Saying, Alas ! for your stayii^ sa^f lang frae the land ; 
Sae lang frae the land, and sae lang frae the fieed. 
They ^ve wedded your Jeanie, wd now ^he is dead ! 

Some of you, her majiden^ take me by the h^od. 
And show me the chamber, Miss Jeanie died in ; 
He kissed her cold lips, whiob were colder than stane, 
And he died in the chamber that Jeanie died in. 
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tt)e Oeatt) of 3ot)tt ^eton. 

It fell about the month of June, 

On Tuesday, timouslie ; 
The northern lords hae pitched their camps, 

Beyond the brig o* Dee. 

They ca'*ed him Major Middleton, 

That man^d the brig o' Dee ; 
They ca^ed him Colonel Henderson, 

That garM the cannons flee. 

Bonny John Seton o^ Pitmedden, 

A brave baron was he ; 
He made his tesment ere he gaed, 

And the wiser man was he. 

He left his lands unto his heir, 

His lady her dowrie ; 
Ten thousand crowns to Lady Jane, 

Sat on the nourice knee. 

Then out it speaks his lady gay, 

O stay my lord wi' me ; 
For word is come, the cause is won. 

Beyond the brig o^ Dee. 
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He turned him right and round about. 

And a light laugh gae he ; 
Says, I woudna for my lands sae broad, 

I stayed this night wi^ thee. 

He^ taen his sword then by his side, 

His buckler by his knee ; 
And laid his 1^ in o^er his horse, 

Said, Sodgers, follow me ! 

So he rade on, and further on. 

Till to the third mile corse ; 
The covoianters^ cannon balls, 

Dang him affo' his horse. 

Up then rides him Cragievar, 
Said, WhsCs this Ijring here P 

It surely is the Lord o' Aboyne, 
For Huntly was not here. 

Then out it speaks a fiuise Forbes, 

Lived up in Druminner ; 
My lord, lliis is a proud Seton, 

The rest will ride the thinner. 

SpuLde him, spulzie him, said Craigievar, 

O spulzie him, presentlie. 
For I could lay my lugs in pawn, 

He had nae gude will at me. 
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They^ve taen the shoes frae aff his feet, 

The garters frae his knee ; 
Likewise the gloves upon his hands,-— 

They <ve left him not a flee. 

Hia fingers they were sae sair swell'^d, 
The rings would not eome aff; 

They cutted the grips out o^ his ears, 
Took out the gowd signpts. 

Then they rade on, and further on, 
Till they came to the Crabestane ; 

And Craigievar, he had a joaind, 
To burn a^ Aberdeen. 

Out it speaks the gallant Montrose, 

(Grace on his fair body !) 
We winna bum the bonny burgh, 

We*ll ev&i lat it be. 

Then out it speaks the gallant Montrose, 

Your purpose I will break ; 
We winna bum the bonny burgh, 

We^ll fievec build its make. 

I see the women and their children. 

Climbing the craigs sae hie ; 
We41 sleep this night in the bonny burgh, 

And even lat it be. 
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On the second of October, 

A Monday at noon ; 
In came Walter Lesly, 

To see his proper one. 
He set a chair down by her »de, 

And gently sat her by ; 
Says, Will ye go to Conland, 

This winter time to lye ? 

He^s taen a glass into his hand. 

Inviting her to drink ; 
But Uttle knew she his meaning. 

Or what the rogue did think. 
Nor what the rogue did think. 

To steal the maid away ; 
Will ye go to Conland, 

This winter time to lye ? 

• 

When they had taen a g^iass or two. 
And all were making merry ; 

In came G^eoidy Lesly, 
And forth he did her carry. 

Then upon high honeback 
Sae hard^s he did her tye ; 
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Will ye go to Conland, 
This winter time to lye ? 

Her mother 9he. came to the door. 

The saut tears on her cheek ; 
She coudna see hercUuighter, 

It was for dust and reek ; 
It was for dust and reek, 

The swords they glancM sae high ; 
And will ye go to Conland, 

This winter time to lye ? 

When they came to the ale-house. 

The people there were busy ; 
A bridal bed it was veil made. 

And supper well made ready. 
When the supper down was set, 

Biuth plum-pudding and pie ; 
And will ye go to Conland, 

This winter time to lye ? 

When they had eaten and well drunken, 

And a^ man bound for bed ; 
The laddie and the lassie. 

In ae chamber were laid. 
He quickly stript her to the smock. 

And gently laid her bye ; 
Says, Will ye go to Conland, 

This winter time to lye ? 
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But Walter being weary, 

He fell fast asleep ; 
And then the lassie thought it fit. 

To start up till her feet ; 
To start up till her feet, 

And her petticoats to tye ; 
We«ll go no more to Conland, 

The winter time to lye. 

Then over moss, and over muir, 

Sae cleverly she ran ; 
And over hill, and over dale. 

Without stockings or shoon. 
The men pursued her full fast, 

Wi' mony shout and cry ; 
Says, Will ye go to Conland, 

The winter time to lye ? 

Wae to the dubs o^ Duffiis^ land, 

That e'er they were sae deep ; 
They've trdchled a* our horsemen, 

And gart our captain sleep ; 
And gart our captidn sleep. 

And the lassie win away ; 
And she'll go no more to Conland, 

The winter time to lye. 

I'd rather be in Duffus' land. 
Selling at the ale; 



Before I was wi' Lesly, 

For a* his auld meal ; 
For a^ his auld meal, 

And sae mony comes to boy ; 
I^U go no more to Oonlaad, 

The wint^ time to lye. 

I<d rather be in Dufius' land. 

Dragging at the ware ; 
Before I was wi^ Lesly, 

For a^ his yellow bair; 
For a^ his ydlow hair^ 

And sae weU^s be can it tye ; 
1*11 go no more to Conland, 

This wiater thne to lye. 

It was not for her beaMtyi 

Nor yet her gentle bluid ; 
But (ck her mither's dfdlars. 

Of them he had great need ; 
Of th^n he hlul great need. 

Now he mauB do diem by ;• 
For she41 go no m&te to Ooidand, 

This witiitev. tine to lye. 
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^'et tt)e WUtet to Charlie. 

As I came by the shore o^ Fiotth, 
And in by the craigs o' Bemie ; 

There I spied a ship on the sea. 
And the skipper o' her was Charlie. 

Chorus. — ^O'er the water, and o'Vr the sea, 
O'er the water to Charlie ; 
141 gie ^ohn Ross ani^er bawbie. 
To bottt me o^er to Chai^lie. 

Charlie keeps nae needles Har pins, 
And Charlie keeps nae trappin* ; 

But Charlie keeps twa bomiy Uaek ^eissn, 
Would had the lasses 'wau)EBi\ 
O^er ^be walcr^ €11% 

O Charlie is neither laird nor lord, 

Nor CharHe is a caddie ; 
But Charlie has twa bonny red oheeks. 

And he^s my juggler laddie. 
O^er t^e water, &c. 

A ^pmch o^ snuff to poiidii the whigs; 
A ^ o' Gene? a to dr^wn tiiem ; 
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And he that winna drink Charlie's health. 
May roaring seas surround him. 
Chorus.'-^O'er the water, and o'er the sea. 
And o*er the water to Charlie ; 
1^11 gie John Brown another half-crown 
To boat me o^er to Charlie. 



The Baron o^ Leys to France is gane, 
The fashion and tongue to learn ; 

But hadna been there a month or twa, 
Till he gat a lady wi' bium. 

But it fell ance upon a day, 
The lady mourn'd fu^ sairlie ; 

Says, Who^s the man has me betrayed ? 
It gars me wonder and fairlie. 

Then to the fields to him she went, 
Saying, Tell me what they ca' thee ; 

Or else I^U mourn and rue the day, 
Crying, alas ! that ever I saw thee. 

Some ca^s me this, some ca^s me that, 
I carena fat befa' me ; 



145 

For when I*m at the schools o' France, 
An awkward fellow they ea' me.. 

Waes me now^ ye awkward fellow. 
And, alas ! that ever I saw ;thee ; 

Wi' you Pm in love, sick^ sick in love, 
And I kenna well fat they ca"* thee. 

Some ca^s me this,, some ca's me that, .. i. 
What name does best befaVme; ... 
.. for when I walk in Edinburgh streets. 
The Curling Buckle they ca' mei 

O waes. me now, O Curling Buckley 
And, alas i that ever I saw thee ; 

For Fm in love, sick, sick in love. 
And I kenna well fat they ca" thee. 

Some ca'a me this, some ca'^s me that. 
Whatever name best befa's me ; 

But when I^m in Scotland's king's high court. 
Clatter the SpeenJs they ca' me. 

O waes me now^.Q Clatter the Speens, 
And, aWi'that^ter I saw.thee.; 

For Fm ui.love, si6k,.sidk iii love, . 
And I kenoft wjell fat to ca' thee. '■ 

• 

Some ca's me thisylsome caSsinetfadt, 

I carena what they ca-.me; i . . ' 
VOL. II, L 
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But when wi^ the Earl o' Murray I ride. 
It's Scour the Brass they ea^ me. 

O waes me now, O Scour the Brass, 
And, alas ! that ever I saw thee ; 

For I^m in love, nek, cock in love. 
And I kenna well &t to ca^ thee. 

Some ca's me this, some ca^s me that. 

Whatever name best befa^s me; 
But when I walk thro' Saint Johnstone^s town, 

George Burnett they ca^ me. 

O waes me, O waes me, George Burnett, , 
And, alas ! that ever I saw thee ; 

For Ite in love, sick, dck in love. 
And I kenna well fat to ca^ thee. 

Some ca^s me this, some ca's me that. 

Whatever name best befa^s me ; 
But when I am on bonny Dee side. 

The Baron o^ Leys they ca'' me. 

O weal is me now, O Baron o' Leys, 

This day that ever I saw thee; 
There^s gentle blood within my sndes, 

And now ken fat they ca^ thee. 

But ye^ pay down ten thousand crowns. 
Or marry me the mom ; 
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Else 1*11 cause you be headed or hahg'^d, 
For gieing me the scorn. 

My head is a thing I cannot well want^^ ^ 

My lady loves me sae dearly ; 
But ril deal the gold right liberally, . 

For lying ae night sae near thee. 

When word had gane to the Lady o^ Leys 
The baron had gotten a bairn ; 

She clapped h^ hands, and this did say, 
I wish he were in my arms ! 

O weal is me now, O Baron o^ Leys, 
For ye hae pfeased me sairly ; 

Frae her house she banished the vile reproach 
That disturbs us late and eiu'ly. 

When the looked ower her o^stle wa\ 
To view the woods sae rarely ; 

There she spied the Barbn o^ Leys 
Ride on his steed sae rarely. 

Then forth she went her baron to meet, 
Says, Ye*re welcome to me, fairly ; 

Ye^se hae spice cakes, atid seed cakes sweet. 
And claret to drink sae rarely. 
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Did you ever hear of a loyat Scot, 
Who was never concern*d in any plot ? 
I wish it could fall in my lot. 
To marry you, my dearie, O. 

O, if I had you in Kintyre, 
To follow me thro* dub and mire ; 
Then I wou'*d hae my heart's desire. 
And marry you, my dearie, O. 

Altho^ you had me in Kintyre, 
To follow you thro' dub and mire ; 
I wou'd hae naething T cou'd desire, 
And 1*11 never be your dearie, O. 

Ye shall hae bariey bannocks store, 
Wr geese and gaizlings at your door ; 
A good chaff bed upon the floor. 
If you^ll marry me, my dearie, O. 

Ye shall hae plenty good Scotch kale, 
And after that Scotch cakes and ale ; 
A good fat haggis at every meal. 
If you'll marry me, my dearie, O. 
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Begone, ye proud and pawky Scot, 
Your haggis shall ne'er boil in my pot ; 
You're but a proud and pratting sot. 
And I'll never be your dearie, O. 

Ye^se hae men and maidens stout and. stark, 
Baith in and out to work your wark ;, 
And I will kiss you in the dark. 
If you'll marry me, your dearie, O. 

I'll clout your stockings, mend your shoon. 
And if you chance to have a son, 
I'll make him a lord when a^ is done. 
If you'll marry me, your dearie, O. 

Your cloutet stockings I cannot wear. 
Your mendit shoes cannot endure ; 
As for your lordship, it is not sure. 
And I'll never be your dearie, O. 

Ye shall get a braw red plidd, 
Wi^ siller laces round it laid ; 
Wi' my broadsword I will you guard. 
If you'll marry me, your dearie, O. 

Did you but see my bonnet blue. 
Which is right comdy for to view ; 
It's wated round wf ribbmis new. 
You wou'd marry roe, your dearie, O. 
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Wr your blue bonnet ye think jre^re braw^ 
But I ken nae use for it at a% 
But be a nest to our dag daw, 
And 1*11 never be your dearie, O, 

The diel pyke out your twa black een, 
I wish your face I*d never seen ; 
You^re but a proud and saucy quein, 
And ye^se never be ray dearie, O. 

I am a l<Nrd o* high renown, 
My name's Argyle, when Tm in town, 
The cannon balls flie up and down. 
And ye^se never be my dearie, O. 

Hold! gfreat Argyle^ now pardon me. 
For the offence I*ve done to thee ; 
O'er Highland hills I<U go thee wi'. 
And I long to be your dearie, O* 

There was never a jilt in London town. 
That e'er shall set foot on Campbell's groun' ; 
Tm something related to the crown. 
And ye'se never be my dearie, O. 

O, great Argyle, I'm nek in love, 
There^ nane but you can it remove ; 
If I getna you, 1^11 die for love. 
For I long to be your dearie, O. 
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You mean to flatter, as I suppose, 
Wi' your poky &ce and Roman nose ; 
Go get you down amang your foes, 
For ye'se. never be my dearie, O. 



My father he left me twa ploughs and a mill. 

It was to begin my dowrie ; 
And what care I for ony o* them a\ 

If I be not brave M^rum'^s ladie. 

Meldrum, it stands on the head o' yon Idl, 

And dear but it stands bomiy; 
But what care I for this, if I had himsell, 

For to me, he's the dearest or ony. 

But how can I be the lady o^ Argye^ 
The lady o' Pitlays, or Fitloggan ? 

How can I expeet to enjoy these estates. 
And I but a servant woman ? 

In climlnng the tree, it is too high for me, 
And seeking the fruit that's nae growing ; 

I'm seeking het water b^ieath cauld ice,' 
And against the stream I am rowiag. 
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But Mcldrum he. stands on his aiu stair head. 
And hearing his bonny lassie mourning; 

Says, Cheer up your heart, my ain proper pink, 
Tho^ ye be but a servant woman. 

Ye^re nae climbing a tree that^s too high for thee^ 
Nor seeking the fruit thafs nae growing ; 

Nor seeking^ het water beneath cauld ice, 
It^s wi^ the stream that ye are rowing. 

They ca' me P^gy Douglass the butt, she says. 
They ca' me Peggy Douglass the ben, sir ; 

And altho' J were your wedded wife. 
They wou'd ca"" me Peggy Douglass again, sir. 

They ca^ you Peggy Douglass the buU> bei says. 
They ca' you Peggy Douglass ^e ben, may ; 

But the best that's in a^ my father's ha\ 

Darena ca^ you Peggy Douglass again, may. 

When he had her up to yon stair head. 

She was but a servant woman; 
But lang, lang ere $he came down again. 

She was getting bcuth mistress and madams 

Yestreen I sat by Meldrum's kitchen fire. 
Among the rest o* his servant lasses ; 

But thi^night.I will lye in his arms twa. 
And I^U wear the ribbons and laces. 
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I bought a yfite in Edinburgh, 

For ae bawbie ; 
I gat a farthing in again, 

To buy tobacco wi'. 

We^ll bore in Aaron^s nose a hole, 

And put therein a ring; 
And strtught we^ll lead him to and fio, 
Yea, lead him in a string. 
Chorus. — And wi'ybu, and w? you, 

And wi' you, my Johnny, lad ; 
1*11 drink the bucklesr o^ my sheen, 
Wi' you, my Johnny, lad. 

When auld Prince Arthur rukd this land. 

He was a thievish king; 
He stole three bolls o' bariey meal, 

To make a white pudding. 
And wi' you, &c. 

The pudding it was sweet and good, 

And stored well wi' plums ; 
The lumps o' suet into it, ^ 

Were big as baith my thumbs. 
Apd wi' you, &c. 
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a man in Ninevab, 
Amd he was wondrous wise ; 
He jumpM into a hawthorn hedge, 
And scralchM out baith his eyes. 
And wi^ you, &c. 

And when he saw his eyes were out. 

He was sair vexed th^i ; 
He jumped intill anither hedge, 

And scratch'd them in again. 
And wi^ you, &c. 

O Johnny's nae a gentleman. 

Nor yet is he a laird ; 
But I would follow Johnny, lad, 

Altho' he were a eaird. 
And w^ you, &c. 

Johnny is a bonny lad. 
He was anoe a lad 6* mine ; 

1 never had a better lad. 
And I^ve had twenty«nine. 

And wi' you. fcc 
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J^onaili of tt)e JbUb. 

A bonny laddie brisk and gay, 

A handsome youth sae brisk and gaddie ; 
And he is on to Glasgow town. 

To steal awa' his bonny Peggy. 

When he came into Glasgow town. 
Upon her father's gre^i sae steady ; 

Come forth, come forth, old man, he says. 
For I am come for bonny Peggy. 

Out it spake her father then^ 

Begone from me, ye Highland laddie ; 
There^s nane in a** the west country 

Dare steal from me my honny P^gy. 

IWe ten young men all at my back, 

That ance to me were baith true and steady ; 

If ance I call, they41 soon be nighf 
And bring to me my bonny Peggy. 

Out it spake her mother then. 
Dear but she spake wcmdVous saucy ; 

Says, Ye may steed my cow or ewe. 
But 141 keep sight o** my ain lassie. 



166 

Hold your tongue, old woman, he says, 
Ye think your wit it is fu' ready ; 

For cow nor ewe I ever stole, 

But I will steal ypur bonny Peggy. 

J- 
Then all his men they bdtdly came, 

That was to him baith true and steady ; 

And thro' the ha' they quickly went, 

And forth they carried bpnny Peggy. 

Her father gae nK>ny shout and cry. 

Her mother cursed the Highland laddie ; 

But he heard them, as he heard them not. 
But tix'd his eye on bonny Peggy. 

He set her on his milk-white steed, 
Jixid he himsell.cm hb grey naigie ; 

Still along the way they rode. 
And be*s a^a^ wi' bonny Peggy. 

Says, I wad gie baith cow and ewe, 
Aj(^.s(|e, wou^d I this tartan plaidie. 

That I was far into the north, 
And aUpg wi^ me my bonny Peggy. 

As they rode down yon pleasant glen. 
For tree& and brambles were right mony, 

There they met the Earl o' Hume, 
And his young son, were riding bonny. 
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Then out it spake the young Earl Hume, 
Dear but he spake wondVous gaudie ; 

Fm wae to see sae fair a dame 
Riding alang wi^ a Highland laddie. 

Hold your tongue, ye young Earl Hume, 
O dear but ye do speak right gaudie ; 

There^s nae a lord in a* the south, ' 

Dare e'er compete wi' a Highland laddie. 

Then he rade five miles thro' the north, 
Thro^ mony hills sae rough and scroggie ; 

Till they came down to a low glen, 
And he lay down wi' bonny Peggy. 

Then he inclosed her in his arms, 
And row'd her in his tartan plaidie ; 

There are blankets and sheets in my father's house^ 
How have I lien down wi* a Highland laddie ! 

Says he, There are sheep in my father's fauld. 
And every year their wool is ready ; 

By the same our debts we pay, 
Altho' I be but a Highland laddie. 

There are fifty cows in my father's byre, 
That all are tyed to the stakes, and ready ; 

Five thousand pounds I hae ilk year, 
Altho' I be but a Highland laddie. 
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My father has fifty well shod horse, 
Besides your steed and my grey naigie ; 

I^m Donald o' the Isle o^ Sky, 
Why may not you be ca*d $ lady ? 

See ye not yon fine castle, ^ 

On y<»ider hill that stands sae gaudie ; 
And there we*ll win this very night. 

Where ya41 enjoy your Highland laddie 
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O Donaldie, Donaldie, where hae you been ? 
A hawking and hunting, go make my bed seen ; 
6ae make my bed seen, and stir up the strae, 
My hearths in the Highlands wherever I gae. 

Let^s drink and gae hame, boys, let^s drink and gae hame. 
If we stay ony langer we^ll get a bad name ; 
We^ll get a bad name, and fill ourseU's fou. 
And the lang woods o^ Derry are ill to gae thro\ 

My hearths in the Highlands, my heart is not here, 
My hearths in the Highlands a-chasing the deer; 
A-chasing the wild deer, and catching the roe. 
My hearths in the Highlands wherever I go. 
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O, bonny Portmore, ye shine where you charm 
The more I think on you, the more my heart w«rths ; 
When I look from you, my heart it is sore, 
When I mind upon V^iantny, and on Portmore. 

» * 

There are mony words, Bbt few o' the best, 
And he that speaks fewest, lives langesC at rest ; 
My mind, by experience, tea«hes me so. 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I gty. 



John Thomson fought against the Turks, 
Three years into a fkr country ; 

And all that time, and aomethitig more. 
Was absent from hb gay lady. 

But it fell ance upon a time. 

As this young chieftain sat alane. 

He spied his lady in rich array. 
As she walked o^er a rural plain« 

What brought you here» my lady gay ? 

So far awa^ from your own country ; 
I<ve thought lang, and very laiig. 

And all fpr your fair face to see. 
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For some days she did with him stay. 

Till it fell ance upon a day ; 
Farewell, for a time, she said, 

For now I must bound homi^ away. 

He^s gien to her a jewel fine, 

Was set with pearl and precious stone ; 
Says, My love, beware of these savages bold, 

That^s on your, way as ye go home* 

Ye*ll take the road, my lady fair. 
That leads you fair across the lee ; 

That keeps you from wild Hind Soldan, 
And likewise from base Violentrie. 

With heavy heart these two did part. 
And minted as she would go home ; 

Hind Soldan by the Greeks was slain, 
But to base Violentrie she^s gone. 

When a twelvemonth had expired, 
John Thomson he thought wondVous lang, 

And he has written a broad letter. 
And seal'd it well with his own hand. 

He sent it along with a small vessel, 
That there was quickly going to sea ; 

And sent it on to fair Scotland, 
To see about his gay ladie. 



But the answer he received again, 

The lines did grieve his heart right sair ; 

None of her friends there had her seen, 
For a twelvemonth and something mair. 

Then he put on a palmer's weed, 
And took a pikestaff in his hand ; 

To Violentrie's castle he hied, . 
But slowly, slowly he did gang. 

When within the hall he came. 

He jouk^d and couch'd out oVr his tree ; 
If ye be lady of this hall. 

Some of your good bountieth give me. 

What news» what news, palmer, she said ? 

And from what countiie came ye ? 
I^m lately come from .Grecian plains. 

Where lys some of the Scots'* army. 

If ye be come from Grecian plains, 
Some more news I will iask of thee ; 

Of one of the chieftains that lies there, 
If he hav^ lately seen his gay ladie ? 

It is two months, and something more. 
Since we did part in yonder plain ; 

And now. this knight has begun to fear. 
One of his foes he has her taen. 
VOL. II. M 
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He has not taeti me by farce nor might. 
It was all by my own free will ; 

He may tarry in the fight. 
For here I mean to tarry dtiU. 

And if John Thomson ye do see, 
Tell him I Wii^ him ttlent sleep ; 

His head was not so oosselie. 

Nor yet so well as ^ at my icet. 

With that he threw his strange disguise. 
Laid by the mask that be had on ; 

Said, Hide me now, my ladie firir. 
For Yiolentrie will soon be home. 

For the love I bare thee once, 
141 strive to hide you if I can. 

Then put him down to a dark ceDaar, 
Where there lye mony a new slain man. 

But he hadna in the cellar been 
Not an hour but barely three. 

Till hideous was the sound he heard. 
Then in at the gates came Violentrie. 

Says, I wish you weU, my lady fair, 
It'*s time for us to sit and dine; 

Come, serve me with the good white bread. 
And likewise with the claret wine. 
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That Scots' cbieftain^ our mortal foe, 
So oft from field has made us flee ; 

Ten thousand sequins this day I<d give, 
That I bis face could only see. 

Of that same gift would ye ^ve me. 
If I could bring him unto thee ? 
I fairly hold you at your word^ 
Conle bett^ John Thomson^ to my lond. 

Then from tbe vault John Thomsoa came, 
Wringing his bands most piteouitie ; 

Whatwould ye do, the Turk^ he criedi 
If ye had me, as I hate thee ? 

If I had you a$ ye have me^ . . 

Ml tell you what I<d do to tbee ; 
I^d hang you up in good greeniffood. 

And cause youii own hand wile the tree. 

I measntto stick you with my,!knife. 
For kissing my belov«d wife;; 
But that same wetdjre^ve. shaped for me, 
It qoickfy shall be sewed f6]r tbeef» 

Then to the wood they both are gone, 
John Thomson clamb from tree to tree ; 

And aye he sigh'^d, and said, ohon ! 
Here comes the day that I must die ! 
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He tied a ribbon on erorj brmcfa. 
Put VKp a flag his laea might see ; 

But little cEd hia &lae fibe koi. 
He meant them any injurie. 



He set his bom tahis mouth. 

And he has blawn baith kind and abnll ; 
And then three thousand armed maai 

Came tr^iping all out o^or the hilL 



DeliTer ns our cfaiel^ th^ all did crj. 
If s by our band that ye must (fie ! 

Here is your due^ the Turk relied. 
With that fell on his bended knee: 

O mercy, mercy, good fdiaws all, 
Mercy, I pray you^Q grant to me ! 

Such mercy as ye meant to give. 
Such mercy we shall give to thea 

This Turk they in his castle burnt. 
That stood upon yon hill so hie ; 

John Thomson^s gay lady they took. 
And hanged her on yon greenwood tree. 
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Ifock tt)e iLe0 «nt» tt)e flterc^ 

As Jock the Leg and the merry merchant 

Came from yon borrow'*s town, 
They took their budgets on their backs, 

And fieldert they were boun\^ 

But they came to a tavern house. 

Where chapmen used to be ; 
Provide, provide, said Jock the L^, 

A good supper for me. 

For the merry merchant shall pay it a\ 

Tho^ it were good merks three. 
But never a penny, said the merry merchant, 

But shot, as it fa'^s me. 

A bed, a bed, said the merry merchant. 

If s time to go to rest ; 
And that ye shall, said the good goodwife. 

And your coving's o' the best. 

Then Jock the Leg in one chamber was laid, 

The merchant in another ; 
And lockfast door atween them twa, 

"That the one might not see the other. 
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But the merchant was not well lain down^ 

Nor yet well fa'en asleep ; 
Till up it starts him, Jock the Leg, 

Just at the merdiant'^s feet. 

Win up, win up, said Jock the Leg, 
We might hae been miles three ; 

But never a foot, sud the merry merchant, 
Till day that I do see : 

For I cannot go by Bftmisdale, 

Nor yet by Coventry ; 
For Jock the Leg, that common thief, 

Would take my pack from me* 

I'll hae you in by Bamisdale, 

And down by Coventry ; 
And 141 guard you frae Jock the Leg, 

Till day that ye do see. 

When they were in by Barnisdale, 

And in by Coventry ; 
Repeat, repeat, s^id Jock the Leg, 

The words ye ance tauld me. 

I never said aught behind your back 

But what 1*11 say to thee ; 
Are ye that robber, Jock the Leg, 

Will take my pack frae me ? 
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by my sootb, said Jodk the Leg, 
You^U find that man I be ; 

Surrender that pack tbat^s on your back, 
Or then be slain by me, 

He^s ta'^en his pack down &ae his back. 

Set it below yon tree ; 
Says, I wUl £ght for my good pack. 

Till day that I may Bee* 

Then they Cbugbt there in good greenwood 

Till they were Uoody men ; 
The robber on his kneea did fiUl, 

Said, Merchant, hold your hand. 

An asking, aaking, aaid Jock the L^, 

An asking ye^U grant me ; 
Ask on, ask on, md the mmj merchant. 

For men to asking are free, 

I^ve dune fittle harm to you, he said. 
More than you^d been my brother ; 

Give me a blast o^ my little w£e horn. 
And 141 gwe you another. 

A blast o^ your little wee horn, he said, 
Of this I take no doubt ; 

1 hope you will take sudi a blast. 
Ere both your ^es fly out. 
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lie set his horn to his mouth, 
And he blew loud and shrill ; 

And four-and-twenty bauld bowmen 
Came Jock the Leg until. 

Ohon, alas ! s^d the merry merchant, 

Alas ! and woe is me ! 
Sae many, a party o^ common thiefs. 

But nane to party me ! 

Ye<ll wile out six o' your best bowmen. 

Yourself the seventh to be ; 
And put me one foot frae my pack. 

My pack ye shall have free. 

He wiled six o^ his best bowmen, 

Himself the seventh to be ; 
But frae his pack they couldna get. 

For all that they could dee. 

•He^s taen his pack into one hand. 
His broadsword in the other ; 

And he slew five o^ the best bowmen. 
And the sixth he has dung over. 

Then all the rest they gae a shout. 

As they stood by the tree ; 
Some said, they would this merchant head. 

Some said, they^d let him be. 
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But Jock the Leg he then replied, 

To this 1^11 not agree ; 
He is the boldest broadsword man 

That ever I fought wi\ 

If ye could wield the bow, the bow, 

As ye can do the brand ; 
I would hae you to good greenwood, 

To be my master^s man. 

Tho^ I could wield the bow, the bow, 

As I can do the brand ; 
I would not gang to good greenwood, 

To join a robber band. 

O give me some of your fine linen. 

To cleathe my men and me ; 
And ye^se hae some of my dun deers^ skins 

Below yon greenwood tree. 

Ye^se hae nane o^ my fine linen. 
To cleathe your men and thee ; 

And 1*11 hae nane o' your stown deers* skins 
Below yon greenwood tree. 

Ye^U take your pack upon your back, 

And travel by land or sea ; 
In brough or land, wherever we meet, 

Good billies we shall be. 
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1^11 take my pack upon my back, 

And go by laad or aea ; 
In brough or land, wherever we meet, 

A rank thief Ml call thee. 



Captain Jol^mtoun't 
last ]f atetodl. 

Gude pec^e aU wh&st e^er you be. 

That hear my dkmal doom, 
Hae some regard to pity me, 

Who now, alas ! am come. 
To die an ignani^JKnis death. 

As k. doth well appear ; 
For I declare with my last breath. 

Your laws are most severe. 

In Scotland I iiras fared and bom, 

(X* noble parents there ; 
Gude education did adorn, 

My life, I do declare. 
Nae crime did e^er my epnseience stain, 

Till I had ventured here ; 
Thus, have I reason to comj^ain. 

Your laws are most severe. 
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In Flanders I faae faced the French, 

And likewise in Ireland ; 
Still eagerly pursued the chace. 

With vsdiant heart and hand. 
Why was I not in batde slain, 

Rather than suffer here, 
A death which mortals do disdain ? 

Your lawB are most serere. 

I did not hurt, sor wrong intend, 

I solemnly protest; 
But merely for to help a friend, 

I granted his request 
To free his lady out of thrall, 

His joy and only dear ; 
And now my life must pay for all,-^ 

Your laws are most serere. 

In coming to my native land. 

At this unhappy lime, 
Alas ! I did not understand 

The natinre of the crime. 
Therefore I soon did condescend, 

As it doth well appear ; 
Wherein I find I do offend,-^ 

Your laws are most severe. 

In the same lodgings where I lay. 
And lived at bed and board ; 



My landlord did my life betray, - 

For fifty pounds reward. 
And being into prison cast, 

Altho^ with conscience clear ; 
I was arraigned at the last,— 

Your laws are most severe. 

This lady would not hear my moan. 

While dying words I sent ; 
Her cruel heart, more hard than stone. 

Would not the least relent. 
But triumphing in. my wretched state. 

As I do often hear ; 
I fall here by the hand of fate,*— 

Your laws are most severe. 

Will not my gude and gracious king 

Be merciful to me ? 
Is there not in his breast a spring 

Of princely clemende? 
No ! not for me, alas 1 I die ! 

My hour is drawing near; 
To the last minute I will cry,— 

Your laws are most severe. 

Farewell, dear countrymen, said he. 
And this tumultuous noise ; 

My soul shall now transported be. 
To more celestial joys. 



ITS 

Tho' in the blossom of my youth, 
Pale death I do not fear ; 

Unto the last I speak the truth, 
Your laws are most severe. 

Alas ! I have not long to live, 

And therefore, now, said he. 
All those that wrong'd me I forgive^ 

As God will pardon me. 
My landlord and his subtile wife, 

I do for^ye them here ; 
Farewell, this transitory life,— 

Your laws are most severe. 



iAiU BaUlie. 

It fell about the Lammas time. 
When flowers were fresh and green ; 

Lizie Baillie tp Gartartan went, 
To see her sister Jean. 

She meant to go unto that place. 

To stay a little while ; 
But mark what fortune her befell. 

When she went to the isle. 
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It fell out upan a day, 
Sheep-shearing at an end ; 

Lizie B£uifie she walked out^ 
To see a distant inend. 

But going down in a low glen^ 
She met wi^ DuacMi Gorseme, 

Who coarted har along the wajr, 
Likewise coavojsd her hame. 



My bonny Lizie 

141 row yoa^in my platdie ; 
If ye41 gang ower the hiUs wi^ me^ 

And be a Highland ladie. 

I winna gang alang wY you, 

Indeed I maun confess ; 
I can neither ttlk Com nor ewe, 

Nor yet can I speak Earse. 

O nevev faar, Liiie^ Jbe said. 

If ye wiM gang wif iM; 
All that is into my place^ 

Can speak as gude Scotch as thee. 

But for a time, we liow miun part^ 

I hinna time to tat ry ; . 
Next when we twa meet again. 

Will be in Castlecarry. 
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When Lizie tarried out her time, 

Unto her father's came ; 
The very first night she arrived, 

Wha comes but Duncan Graeme: 

Says, Bonny Lizie BaiUie, 
A gude deed mat ye die ; 

Altho^ to me ye biake your tryst. 
Now I am come for tbte. 



O stay at hame, her fiither said^ 
Your mitlMT cannot watit tliee ; 

And ^n ye gang amra' this night, 
We41 hae a Killycnmlde. 

My bonny Litie BaiUie^ 

O come to me witlumt delay. 

O wou'^d ye hae Hae Httk wil^ 

As mind what odd folks wad say ? 

She wou'dna hae the lowlandrfciMi^ 
That wears the cx>Kt sito Uue^ 

But she wouM hae the HigfalaadmaD^ 
That wears the plaid and trews. 

Out it^ spake heir mother then, 

A sorry heart had she ; 
Says, Wae be to lus HigUand fode, 

That^s taen my lass frae me ! 
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trt)e Counte00 of €rroli. 

Erroll it^8 a bonny place, 

It stands upon a plain ; 
A bad report this ladie^s rais'd. 

That Erroll is nae a man. 

But it fell ance upon a day. 
Lord Erroll went frae hame ; 

And he is on to the hunting gane. 
Single man alane. 

But he hadna been frae the town, 

A mile but barely twa ; 
Till his lady is on to Edinburgh, 

To gain him at the law. 

O Erroll he kent little o' that. 

Till he sat down to dine ; 
And as he was at dinner set. 

His servant loot him ken. 

Now saddle to me the black, the black. 

Gro saddle to me the brown ; 
And I will on to Edinburgh, 

Her errands there to ken. 
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She wasna well thro^ Aberdeen, 
Nor passed the well o* Spa, 

Till Erroll he was after her. 
The verity to shaw. 

She wasna well in Edinburgh, 

Nor even thro' the town. 
Till Erroll he was after her, 

Her errands there to ken. 

When he came to the court-house. 
And lighted on the green, 

This lord was there in time enough 
To hear her thus compleen :— 

What needs me wash my apron. 

Or driest upon a door ? 
What needs I eek my petticoat, 

Hings even down afore ? 

What needs me wash my apron. 

Or hing it upon a pin ? 
For lang will I gang but and ben. 

Or I hear my young son's din. 

They ca' you Kate Carnegie, he says. 

And my name's Gilbert Hay ; 
^1^11 gar your father sell his land, 

Your tocher down to pay. 
VOL. II. N 
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To gar my father sell his land 

For that would be a sin ; 
To such a Doughtless heir as you, 

That canno^ get a son. 

Then out it speaks him Lord Brechen, 

The best an^ lord ava ; 
I never saw a lady oome 

Wi' sic matters to the law. 

Then out it q)eaks another lord. 

The best in a' the town ; 
Ye*ll wyle out fifetecn maidens bright, 

Bef<He Lord Erroll come. 
And he has chosen a tapster lass. 

And Meggie was her name. 

They kept up this fair maiden 

Three quarters of a year ; 
And then at that three quarters^ end, 

A young son she did bear. 

They hae ^'en to Meggie then 

Five ploughs but and a mill ; 
And they hae gi'*en her five hundred pounds 

For to bring up her chill. 

There was no lord in Edinbur^ 

But to Meggie gae a ring; 
And there was na a boy in a' the town 
But on Katie had a sang. 
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Kinnairdf take hame your daughter, 

And set her to the ^en ; 
For Enroll cannot pleasure her, 

Nor nane o^ Erroirs men. 

Seven years on ErroU^s table 
There stand clean dish and speen ; 

And every day the bell is rung, 
Cries, Lady, come and dine ! 



MUite !Doo. 



Whare hae ye been a** the day, 
Willie Doo, Willie Doo? 

Whare hae ye been a*" the day, 
Willie, my doo ? 

I^ve been to see my step-mother. 
Make my bed, lay me down ; 

Make my bed, lay me down,— 
Die shall I now ! 

What got ye frae your step*mother, 
Willie Doo, WUiie Doo ! 

What got ye frae your step^mother, 
Willie, my doo ? 
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She gaed me a speckled trout. 
Make my bed, lay me down ; 

She gaed me a speckled trout,-— 
Die shall I now ! 

Whare got she the speckled trout, 
Waiie Doo, WiUie, Doo ? 

She got it amang the heather hills,- 
Die shall I now ! 

m 

What did she boil it in^ 
Willie Doo, WiUie Doo ? 

She boil'd it in the billy-pot, — 
Die shall I now ! 

What gaed she you for to drink, 
WiUie Doo, WilUe Doo ? 

What gaed she you for to drink, 
Willie, my doo ! 

She gaed me hemlock stocks. 
Make my bed^ lay me down ; 

Made in the brewing pot,— - 
Die shall I now ! 

They made his bed, laid him doMm, 
Poor Willie Doo, Willie Doo ; 

He tum'^d his face to the wa\— 
He is dead now ! 
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i^t^ <!BaTJ of Ooiiglas; anli iDame 

Willie was an earl's ae son, 
And an earPs ae son was he ; 

But he thought his father lack to sair, 
And his mother of low degree. 

But he is on to fair England, 

To sair for meat and fee ; 
And all was for Dame Oliphant, 

A woman of great beauty. 

He hadna been in fair England 

A month but barely ane, 
Ere he dream'^d that fair Dame Oliphaat 

Gied him a gay gowd ring. 

He hadna been in fair England 

A month but barely four, 
Ere he dreamed wXt fiur Dame Oliphant 

Gied him a red rose flower. 
Well set about wi' white lilies, • 

Like to the paramour. 

It fell ance upon a day. 
Dame Oliphant thought lang; 
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And she gaed on to gude greenwood^ 
As fast as she could gang. 

As Willie stood in his chamber door. 
And as he thought it good ; 

There he beheld Dame Oliphant, 
As she came thro^ the wood. 

He^s taen his bow his arm ower. 

His sword into his hand ; 
And he is on to gude greenwood, 

As fast as he could gang. 

And there he found Dame Oliphant 

Was lying sound asleep; 
And aye the sounder she did sleep, 

The nearer he did creep. 

But ifh&x die waken'd frae ber sleep, 

An angry maid was she; 
Crying, Had awa' frae me, young man. 

Had far awa** frae me, 
For I fear ye are the Scottish knight 

That beguiles yoimg ladies fiee. 

I am not; the Scottish knight. 

Nor ever thinks to be; 
I am but Willie o^ Douglas-dale, 

That serves for meat and fee. 
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If ye be Willie o' Douglas-dale, 

Ye^re dearly welcome to me ; 
For aft in my sleep hae I thought on 

You and your merry winking e^e. 

But the cocks they crew, and the horns blew, 

And the lions took the liill ; 
And Willie he gaed hame again, 

To his hard task and tile : 
And likewise did Dame Ohphant, 

To her book and her seam. 

.Till it fell ance upon a day, 

Dame OUphaut thought lang; 
And she went on to Willie's bower yetts 

As fast as she could gang. 

O, are ye asleep now, squire Willie ? 

O, are ye asleep, said she ? 
O waken, waken, squire Willie, 

O waken and speak to me 

The gowns that were ower wide, Willie, 

They wimia meet on me ; 
And the coats that were ower side, Willie, 

They winna come to my knee ; 
And if the knights of my father's court get word, 

Fm sure they^l gar you die. 

Dame Oliphant, Dame Oliphant, 
A king's daughter are ye ; 
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But wou'd ye leave your father and mother, 

And gang awa' wi^ me ? 

» 
O, I wou^d leave my father and mother, 

And the nearest that e^er betide ; 
And I wou^d nae be fear''d to gang, 

Gin ye war by my ade. 

But she^s taen a web o^ the scarlet, 

And tare it fine and sma^ ; 
And even into Willie's arms 

She leapt the castle wa^ ; 
And Willie was wight and well able. 

And he keepit her frae a fa*. 

But the cocks they crew, and the horns blew, 

And the lions took the hill ; 
And Willie^s lady followed him. 

And the tears did trinkle still. 

want ye ribbons to your h^r ? 
Or roses to your sheen ? 

Or want ye chmns about your neck, 
Ye^se get mair ere that be deen } 

1 want not ribbons to my feet, 
Nor roses to my sheen ; 

And there are mair chains about my neck 
Then ever I'll see deen : 
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185 

But I hae as much dear bought love 
As my heart can conteen. 

Will ye gae to the cards or dice ? ♦ 

Or to the table play ? 
Or to a bed sae well down spread, 

And sleep till it be day ? 

I^ve m£ur need o' the roddins, Willie, 

That grow on yonder thorn ; 
Likewise a drink o^ Mary well-water, 

Out o' your grass-green horn. 

I<ve msir need o* a fire, Willie, 

To had me frae the cauld ; 
Likewise a glass o' your red wine. 

Ere I bring my son to the fauld. 

He^s got a bush o^ roddins till her. 

That grow on yonder thorn ; 
Likewise a drink o^ Mary well-water. 

Out o' his grass-green horn. 

He carried the match in his pocket, 

That kindled to her the fire ; 
Well set about wi^ oaken spails. 

That leam'd ower Lincolnshire. 

And he has bought to his lady. 

The white bread and the wine; ^ .. 
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And the milk he milked frae the goats. 
He fed his young son oh. 

* ' Till it fell ance upon a day, 

Dame Oliphant thought lang ; 
O ^n ye hae a being, Willie, 
I pray you hae me hame. 

He^s taen hia young son in his arms. 

His lady by the hand ; 
And they are down thro^ guid greenwood. 

As fast as they oould gang; 

Till they came to a shepherd may. 
Was feeding her flocks alone ; 

Siud, Will ye gang alang wi' me. 
And carry my bonny young son ? 

The gowns that were shapen fixr my back. 
They shall be sewed for thine ; 

And likewise 1^11 gar squire Willie 
Gie you a braw Scots' man. 

When they came on to WiUie'^s bower yetts. 

And far beyond the sea; 
She was hail'd the lady o^ Douglas-dale, 

And Willie on earl to be. 
Likewise the maid they brought awa\ 
* V,. > • She got a braw Scots' man. 
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And lang and happy did they hve, 
But now their days are deen ; 

And in the kirk o^ sweet Saint Bride 
Their graves are growing green. 



Ct)t iSfttliener fait. 

All ye young men, I pray draw near, 
I'll let you hear my mind; 

Concerning those who fickle are. 
And inconstant as the wind. 

A pretty maid who late liv'd here, 
And sweethearts many had ; 

The gardener lad he viewed them all, 
Just as they came and gaed. 

The gardener lad he view'd them all. 
But swore he had no s^l ; 

If I were to go as ofl to her. 
Ye surely would me kill. 

I^m sure she's not a proper maid, 

I'm sure she is not tall ; 
Another young man standing by. 

He said, Slight n6ne at all. 
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For we^re all come of woman, he s£ud, 

If ye wou'd call to mind ; 
And to all women for her sake, 

Ye surely should be kind. 

The summer hours, and warm showers, 
Make the trees yield in the ground ; 

And kindly words will woman win. 
And this maid 141 surround. 

The maid then stood in her bower door, 

As straight as ony wand ; 
When by it came the gardener lad, 

With his hat in his hand. 

Will ye live on fruit, he said ? 

Or will ye marry me ? 
And amongst the flowers in my garden, 

141 shape a weed for thee. 

I will live on fruit, she says, 
But I'll never marry thee ; v 

For I can live without mankind, 
And without mankind 141 die. 

Ye shall not live without mankind. 

If ye*ll accept of me ; 
For among the flowers in my garden, 

I'll shape a weed for thee. 
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The lily white to be your smock, 

Becomes your body best ; 
And the jelly-flower to be your quill, 

And the red rose in your breast. 

Your gown shall be o' the pingo white, 

Your petticoat cammovine ; 
Your apron o^ the seel o** downs,—- 

Come smile, sweet heart o' mine. 

Your shoes shall be o^ the gude rue red. 

Never did I garden ill ; 
Your stockings o^ the mary mild,— * 

Come smile, sweet heart, your fill. 

Your gloves shall be o^ the green clover, 

Comes lockerin^ to your hand ; 
Well dropped o'er wi' blue blavers. 

That grow among white land. 

Young man, ye^ve shaped a weed for me, 

In summer among your flowers; 
Now I will shape another for you. 

Among the winter showers. 

The snow so white shall be your diirt. 

It becomes your body best ; 
The cold bleak wind to be your coat, . . 

And the cold wind in your breast. .^r* 
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The steed that you shall ride upon. 
Shall be o^ the weather anell ; 

Well bridled wi^ the northern wind. 
And cold sharp showers o^ httl. 

The hat you on your head shall wear, 
Shall be o^ the weather gray ; 

And aye when you come into my sight, 
1^11 wish you were away. 



MatetiiSton anti t^e 2)iil^ of 
pork's 1>mjsfl^Ux^ 

My father was the Duke of York, 

My mother a lady free ; 
Mysell a dainty damsell. 

Queen Mary sent fiar me. 

Yestreen I wash'^d Queen Mary^s feet. 

Earned down her yellow hair ; 
And lay a' night in the young man^s bed. 

And 141 rueH for evermair. 

The queen'^s kale was aye sae het. 

Her spice was aye sae fell ; 
Till they gart me gang to the young man's bed. 

But I^d a"* the wyte myselL 
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I was not in the queen^s service 
A twelvemonth but barely ane ; 

Ere I grew as big wi' bairn 
As ae woman could gang. 

But it fell anoe upon a day, 

Was aye to be it lane, 
I did take stioi^ travailing 

As ever yet was seen. 

Ben it came the queen hersell. 

Was a' gowd to the hair ; 
O whereas the bum. Lady Maisry, 

That I heard greeting sair. 

Ben it came the queen hersell. 

Was a** gowd to the chin; 
O whereas the buni> Lady Maisry, 

That I heard late yestreen. 

There is no bairn here, she says, 

Nor ever thinks to be ; 
*Twas but a stoun** o' sair nckness 

That ye heard seizing me. 

They sought it out, they sought it in. 

They sou^t it but and ben ; 
But between the bolster and the bed, 
• They got the baby slain. 
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Come busk ye, busk ye, Lady Maisry, 

Come busk, and gae wi^ me ; 
For I will on to Edinburgh, 

And try the veritie. 

She wouM not put on the black, the black. 
Nor yet wou'd she the brown ; 

But the white silk and the red scarlet. 
That shin'^d frae town to town. 

As she gaed down thro'* Edinburgh town. 
The burghers wives made meen. 

That sic a diunty damsell 
Should ever hae died for sin. 

Make never meen for me, she says^ 

Make never meen for me ; 
Seek never grace frae a graceless face. 

For that ye*U never see. 

As she gaed up the tolbooth stair, 

A hght laugh did she gie ; 
But lang ere she came down again, 

She was condemned to die. 

All you that are in merchants^ ships. 

And cross the roaring faem ^ 
Hae nae word to my father and mother. 

But that I^m coming hame. 
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Hold your hands, ye justice o^ peace^ 

Hold them a little while ; 
For yonder comes my father and mother. 

That hae travelled mony a mile. 

Gie me some o^ your gowd, parents, 

Some o' your white monie ; 
To save me frae the head o' yon hill, 

Yon greenwood gallows tree. 

Ye^ll get nane o' our gowd, daughter, 
Nor nane o^ our white monie; 

For we hae traVeird mony a mile, 
This day to see you die. 

Hold your hands, ye justice o' peace, 

Hold them a Uttle while ; 
For yonder comes him, Warenston, 

The father of my chile. 

Give me some o' your gowd, Warenston, 

Some o^ your white monie ; 
To save me frae the head o' yon hill. 

Yon greenwood gallows tree. 

I bade you nurse my bairn well, 

And nurse.it carefuUie ; 
And gowd shou'd been your hire, Maisry, 

And my body yout fee. 
VOL. II. O 



194 

He% taen out a purse o' gowd, 

Another o^ wliite tnonie ; 
And he's taukl down ten thousand crowns,- 

Saysj True love gang wi' me. 



The laird o^ Drum is a huntkig gane, 

All in a mormng early ; 
And he did q>y a weU-fiur*d may 

Was shearing at h^ iMrley. 

will ye fancy me, fair may, 
And let your shearing be, O ; 

And gang and be the lady o* Dram, 
O will ye fancy me, O P 

1 winna fancy you, she says, 
Nor let my shearing be, O ; 

For I^m ower low to be lady Drum, 
And your miss Vd soen to be^ O. 

But ye^ll oast aff that gowa o^ g^^Jj 
Put on the silk and scarlet ; 

141 make a vow and keep it true, 
You^l neither foe miss nor harlot 
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Then dee you to my fiitber deer^ 
Keeps sheep on yonder hill, O ; 

To onj thing he bids me do, 
I^m always at his will, O. 

He has gane to her father dear. 
Keeps sheep on yonder hill, Q; 

iHn come to marry your ae dangfater, 
If y6<ll gie me your gude will, O. 

She<ll shake your bam and winna your corn^ 

And gang to mill and kill, O ; 
In time of need she^ll saddle yoar steed. 

And 1*11 draw your boots mysell, O. 

O wha will bake my bridal bread? • 
And wha will brew my ale, O ? 

And wha will welcome my tady faame, 
It^s mair than I can tell, O ? 

Four an' twenty gentle knights, 
Gied in at the yetts o^ Drum, O ; 

But nae a man lifted his hat, 
Whan the lady oT Drum came in, O. 

But he has taen her by the hand, 

And led her but and ben, O ; 
Says, Your welcome hame, my lady Drum 

For this is your ain land, O. 



I 
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For he has taen her by the hand^ 
And led her thro^ the ha\ O ; 

Says, Your weloome hame, my lady Drum, 
To your bowers ane and a' O. 

Then he stript her o^ the robes cl" grej^ 
Drest her in the robes o' gold ; 

And taen her father frae the sheep keeping, 
Made him a bailie bold. 

She wasna forty weeks his wife. 
Till she brought hame a son, O ; 

She was as well a loved lady, 
As ever was in Drum, O. 

Out it speaks his brother dear. 

Says, You^ve dune us great wrang, O ; 

You^ve married a wife below your degree, 
She^s a mock to all our kin, O. 

Out then spake the kdrd o^ Drum, 
Says, I^ve dune you nae wrang, O ; 

I^ve married a wife to win my bread, 
You^ye married ane to spend, O. 

For the last time that I was married. 
She was far abeen my degree,* O ; 

* Thif lady, to whom he was numried in 1642, wa& 
Mary Gordon, daughter to the Marquis of Hontly. 
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She wadna gang to the bonny yetts o^ Drum, 
But the pearlin abeen her e^e, O ; 

And I durstna gang in the room where she was. 
But my hat below my knee, O. 

When they had eaten and well drunken, 

And all men bound for bed, O ; 
The laird o^ Drum and his lady gay, 

In ae bed they were laid, O. 

Gin ye had been o' high renown. 

As ye are o' low degree, O ; 
We might hae baith gane down the streets, 

Amang gude companie, O. 

I tauld you ere we were wed. 

You were far abeen my d^ree, O ; 

But now I'm married, in your bed laidy 
And just as gude as ye^ Q. 

I tauld you ere we were wed. 

You were far abeen my degree, O ; 

But now Fm married, in your bed laid. 
And just as gude as ye, O. 

Gin ye were dead, and I were dead. 
And baith in grave had Imn, O ; 

Ere seven years were at an end, 

They^d not ken your dust frae mine, O. 



i»8 



It fell on lEL Wodensday, 

Love Gregory^s taen the sea ; 

And he has left his lady Janet, 
And a weary woman was she. 

But she hodna been in diild-bed 

A day but barely three, 
Till wc^ has come to lady Janet, 

Love Gregory she wad never see. 

She^s taen her mantle hm* middle about. 

Her cane into her hand ; 
And she^s awa^ to the salt-sea side. 

As fast as she couM gang. 

Whare will I get a carious carpenter. 

Will make a boat to me ? 
I^m gaun to seek him, love Gregory, 

In^s lands whereVr he be. 

Here am I, a curious carpenter, 

Will make a boat fw thee ; 
And ye may seek him, love Gregory, 

But him ye^U never see. 
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She sailed up, she sailed down, 
Thro' mony a pretty stream ; 

Till she came to that stately castle, 
Where love Gregory lay in, 

O open, open, love Gregory, 

open, and lat me in ; 
Yoaxr young son is in my arms. 

And shivering cheek and chin. 

Had awa\ ye ill woman, 

Had far awa^ firae me ; 
Ye^re but some witch, or some warlock, 

Or the mermaid troubling me. 

My lady she^s in Lochranline, 
Down by Locbleam'^s green ; 

This day she wadna sail the sea, 
For gowd nor warld^s gain. 

But if ye be my lady Janet» 

As I trust not wdl ye be ; 
Come tell me o'er some love token. 

That past between thee and me. 

Mind on, miiid on^ now love Gregory, 

Since we sat at the wine ; 
The rings that were on your fingers, 

1 gied you mine for thine. 
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And mine was o^ the gud^ red gowd, 

Yours o' the silly tin ; 
And miners been true, and very true, 

But yours had a fause lynin. 

But open, opefi, love Gregory, 

Open, and let me in ; 
Your young son is in my arms, 

And he41 be dead or I win in. 

Had awa\ ye ill woman, 

Had far awa^ frae me ; 
Ye*re but some witch, or vile warlock, 

Or the mermaid troubling me. 

But if ye be my lady Janet, 

As I trust not well ye be ; 
Come tell me o^er some love token. 

That past Hween thee and me. 

Mind on, mind on, love Gregory, 

Sin^ we sat at the wine ; 
The shifts that were upon yotir back, 

I gae thee mine for thine. 

And mine was o^ the gude Holland, 

And yours o* the silly twine ; 
And nune^s been true, and v6ry true, 

But yours had fause Ijoiin. 

« * « ' # « 
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f t)e Mater o' Mearie'is WUIU 

There came a bird out o^ a bush, 

On water for to dine ; 
And sighing sair, says the king's daughter, 

O waes this heart o^ mine ! 

He^s taen a harp into bis hand, 
He^s harped them all asleep ; 

Except it was the king^s daughter, 
Who ae wink couMna get. 

He*s luppen on his berry-brown steed, 
Taen her on behind himsell ; 

Then baith rade down to that water. 
That they ca' Wearie's weU. 

Wide in, wide in, my lady fair, 

Nae harm shall thee befidl ; 
Aft times hae I waterM my steed, 

Wr the water o' Wearie's well. 

The first step that she stepped in. 
She stepped to the knee ; » 

And sighing sair^ says this lady fair. 
This water^s nae for me. ' 



Wide in, wide in, my lady fair, 

Nae harm shall thee befall ; 
Aft times hae I water'^d my steed, 

Wi' the water o* Wearie's well. 

The next step that she stepped in, 

She stepped to the middle ; 
And ughing, says, this lady fair, 

I^ve wat my gowden ^dle. 

Wide in, wide in, my lady fair, 

Nae harm shall thee befidl ; 
Ail times hae I watered my steed, 

Wi' the water o' Wearie^s well. 

The niest step that she stepped in. 

She stepped to the chin ; 
And sighing, says, this lady fair. 

They should gar twa loves twine. 

Seven king^s dau^ters I<ve drownM there. 
In the water o' Weariest well ; 

And 1*11 make you the eight o^ them, 
And ring the common bell. 

Sin' I am standing here, she 8a3r8, 

This dowie death to die ; 
Ae kiss o^ your comely mouth 

I<m sure wouM comfort me. 
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He louted him ower hifl saddle bow, 

To kiss her cheek and chin ; 
She^s taen him in her arms twa. 

And thrown him headlang in. 

Sin' seven king's daughters ye've drown'd there, 

In the water o' Wearie's well ; 
I<11 make jou bridegroom to them a', 

An' ring the bell mysell. 

And aye she warsled, and aye she swam, 

Till she swam to dry land.; 
Then thanked Grod most cheerfully, 

The dangers she4 ower came. 



Ten lords sat drinking at tl:^ wine, 

Intill a morning early ; 
There fell a combat them among. 

It must be fought,^— nae parly. 

O stay at hame, my ain gude lord, 
O stay, my ain dear marrow. 

Sweetest min', I will be thine, 
And dine wi' you to morrow. 
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She^s Idss'^d his lips, and combed his hair, 

As she had done before, O ; 
Gied him a brand down by his side, 

And he is on to Yarrow. 

As he gaed ower yon dowie knowe, 

As aft he*d dune before, O ; 
Nine armed men lay in a den, 

Upo^ the braes o' Yarrow. 

came ye here to hunt or hawk. 
As ye hae dune before, O ? 

Or came ye here to wieP your brand, 
Upo* the braes o' Yarrow. 

1 came na here to hunt nor hawk. 
As I hae dune before, O ; 

But I came here to wieP my brand. 
Upon the braes o' Yarrow. 

Four he hurt, and five he slew. 

Till down it fell himsell, O ; 
There stood a fause lord him behin'. 

Who thrust him thro' body and mell, O. 

Gae hame, gae hame, my brother John, 

And tell your sister sorrow ; 
Your mother to come take up her son, 

AflF o^ the braes o' Yarrow. 
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As he gaed ower yon high, high hill^ 

As he had dune before, O ; 
There he met his sister dear. 

Came rinnin fast to Yarrow. 

I dreamt a dream last night, she says, 

I wish it bimia sorrow ; 
I dreamt I was pu'ing the heather green, 

Upo^ the braes o' Yarrow. 

I'll read your dream, sister, he says, 

I'll read it into sorrow; 
Ye're bidden gae take up your love. 

He's sleeping sound on Yarrow. 

She's torn the ribbons frae her head. 
They were baith thick and narrow ; 

She's kilted up her green daithing, 
And she's awa* to Yarrow. 

She's taen him in her arms twa. 
And gien him kisses thorough. 

And wi^ her tears she bathM his wounds, 
Upo^ the braes o^ Yarrow. 

Her father looking ower his castle wa\ 
Beheld his daughtar^s sorrow ; 

O had your tcMigue, daughter, he says. 
And let be a* your sorrow, 
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1^11 wed you wi' a better lord. 
Than he that died on Yarrow. 

O had your tongue, fathar, she saya^ 
And let be till to-morrow ; 

A better lord tibereoou'dtta be 
Than he that died on Yarrow. 



She kissed his Ups, and oomb'd his hair. 
As she had dune befbre, O ; 

Then wi^ a orack her heart did brack, 
Upon the braes o^ Yarrow. 



©att0l)ter* 

There was a king, and a eurioiis king. 

And a king of royal &me; 
He bad ae daughter, he had never mair. 

Lady Diamond was her name. 

She^s &'ea into shame, and kxit her 09od name. 

And wrought her parents^ noy ; 
And a** Sot her laying her love so low. 

On her father^s kitchen boy. 
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Ae night as she lay on her bed. 

Just thinking to get rest ; 
Up it came her old father. 

Just like a wandering ghaist 

Rise up» rise up, Lady Diamond, he says^ 

Rise up, put on your gown ; 
Rise up, rise up, Lady Diamond, he says. 

For I fear ye go too roun*. 

Too roun* I go» ye bbme me no. 

Ye cause me not to diame ; 
For better love I that bonny boy. 

Than all your weH-lnred men. 

The king's call'd up his wall-wight men. 

That he pud meat and fee ; 
Bring here to me that bonny boy. 

And wdl smore him right quietlie. 

Up hae they taen that bonny boy, 
Put him between twa feather beds, 

Naething was dune, nor naething said, 
Till that bonny, bonny boy was dead. 

The king^s taen out a broad, broad sword. 

And streakM it on a strae ; 
And thro^ and thro* that bonny boy^s heart, 

He<s gart cauld iron gae. 
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Out has he taen his poor bluidy heart, 

Set it on a tasse of gold ; 
And set it before Lady Diamond'^s face^ 

Said, Fair lady, behold ! 

Up has she ta'en this poor, bluidy heart, 
And holden it in her hand ; 

Better loved I that boUny, bonny boy. 
Than all my iather^s land. 

Up has she ta^en his poor bluidy hosui;. 

And laid it at her head ; 
The tears away frae her eyes did fly. 

And ere midnight she was dead ! 



3rt)e Betta^ei Haip. 

As I went by a jail-house door, 
(Maids^ love whiles is easy won,) 

I saw a prisoner standing there, 
I wish I were home in fidr Scotland. 

Fair maid, will ye pity me ? 

(Maids^ love whiles is easy won ;) 
Ye*ll steal the keys, let me gang free, 

I'll make you my lady in fair Scotland. 



209 

I*m sure ye hae nae need o"* me, 
(Maids*' love whiles is easy won ;) 

For ye hae a wife and bairns three, 
That lives at home in fair Scotland. 

He sware by him was crown'd wi"* thorn, 
(Maids' love whiles is easy won,) 

He never had a wife sin' the days he was born. 
But lived a free lord in fair Scotland. 

She went into her father's bed-head, 
(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

She*s stown the key o^ mony a lock. 
And let him out o' prison strong. 

She went to her father's stable, 
(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

She^s slown a steed baith wight and able. 
To carry them on to fair Scotland. 

They rade till they came to a muir, 
(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

He bade her light aff, they^d call her a whore, 
If she didna return to Northumberland. 

They rade till they came to a moss, 

(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

He bade her light aff her father's best horse, 

And return her again to Northumberland. 
VOL. II. l> 
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I'm sure I hae nae need of thee, 
(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

When I hae a wife and bairns three. 
That lives at home in fair Scotland. 

1^11 be cook in your kitchen, 

(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

And serve your lady handsomlie, 

For I darna gang back to Northumberland. 

Ye cannot be cook in my kitchen, 
(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

My lady cannot fa' sic servants as thee, 
So ye^U return again to Northumberland. 

When she went thro' her father's ha', 
(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

She looted her low amongst them a', 

She was the fair flower o' Northumberland. 

Out spake her father, he spake bold, 
(Maids' love whiles is easy won ;) 

How could ye be a whore at fifteen years old. 
And you the flower o' Northumberland ? 

Out spake her mother, she spake with a smile, 
(Maids* love whiles is easy won ;) 

She's nae the first his coat did beguile,— 
Ye're welcome again to Northumberland. 
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3rt)e t)au0l)0 0' partoto^ 

Down in yon garden sweet and gay, 
Where bonny grows the lilie ; 

I heard a fair maid, sighing, say,-— 
My wish be wi^ sweet Willie ! 

O Willie's gone whom I thought on, 
And does not hear me weeping ; 

Draws mony a tear frae*s true love's ee, 
When other maids are sleeping. 

Ye south, south winds, blaw to the north, 
To the place where he*s remaining; 

Convey these kisses to his mouth. 
And tell him how I'm faring. 

O tell sweet Willie to come down, 

And bid him nae be cruel ; 
And tell him not to break the heart 

Of his love and only jewel. 

O tell sweet Willie to come down, 
And hear the mavis singing ; 

And see the birds on ilka bush. 
And leaves around them hinging. 
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The laverock there wi' her white breast. 
And gentle throat sae narrow ; 

There*s sport eneuch for gentlemen, 
On the Leader Haughs o^ Yarrow. 

O Leader Haughs are wide and broad. 
And Yarrow Haughs are bonny ; 

There Willie promised to marry me, 
Ifever he married ony. 

But if he plays the prodigal, 

I freely could forget him ; 
But if he chooses another bride, 

I ever mair will hate him. 

But now sweet Willie he^s come down. 
And easM her of her sorrow ; 

And he^s made her his lawful bride. 
Upon the braes o' Yarrow. 



itorti f l)ontas; of Wiinesbtttp dnl» 
ttje icing's I?au0btcr. 

Seven years the king he staid 

Into the land of Spain ; 
And seven years true Thomas was 

His daughter's chamberlain. 
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But it fell ance upon a day 
The king he did come home ; 

She beked and she benjed ben, 
And did him there welcome. 

What aileth you, my daughter, Janet, 
You look sae pale and wan ; 

There is a dreder in your heart. 
Or else ye love a man ? 

There is no dreder in my heart, 

Nor do I love a man ; 
But it is for your lang byding 

Into the land of Spain. 

Ye^ll cast aff your bonny brown gown, 

And lay it on a stane ; 
And I'll tell you, my jelly Janet, 

If ever ye loved a man. 

She^s cast aff her bonny brown gown. 

And laid it on a stane ; 
Her belly was big, her twa sides high. 

Her colour it was quite gane. 

O is it to a man o* might, Janet ? 

Or is it till a man that^s mean ? 
Or b it to one of my poor soldiers, 

That I^ve brought hame frae Spain ? 
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It^s not till a man o' might, she says. 
Nor yet to a man that^s mean ; 

But it is to Thomas o' Winesberry, 
That cannot langer len\ 

O where are all my waU-wight men, 

That I pay meat and fee; 
That will gae for him, true Thomas, 

And bring him here to me ? 
For the mom, ere I eat or drink, 

High hanged shall he be. 

She^s turn'd her right and round about. 

The tear blindet her e'e ; 
If ye do ony ill to true Thomas, 

Ye*8e never get guid o* me. 

When Thomas came before the king, 

He glanced like the fire ; 
His hair was like the threads o^ gowd, 

His eyes like crystal clear. 

It was nae wonder, my daughter, Janet, 

Altho^ ye loved this man ; 
If he were a woman as he is a man. 

My bed-fellow he would been. 

O will ye marry my daughter Janet, 
The truth's in your right hand ; 



Ye'se hae some o* my gowd, and some o' my gear, 
And the twalt part o' my land ? 

It's I will marry your daughter Janet, 

The truth's in my right hand ; 
1*11 hae nane o' your gowd, nor nane o' your gear, 

I^ve enough in my own land. 

But I will marry your daughter Janet, 

With thirty ploughs and three ; 
And four an' twenty bonny breast mills. 

All on the water of Dee. 



f tje Itirjgtttian fSt^tV^ iLament 

Hearken, and I'll tell 

You a story that befell. 
In the lands of Vir^nia, O ; 

How that a pretty maid 
For a slave she was betrayed. 

And O but I*m weary, weary, O. 

Seven laog years I served 

To Captain Welsh, a laird, 
In the lands of Virginia, O ; 
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And he so cruelly 
Sold me to Madam Guy, 
And O but I'm weary, weary, O. 

We are yoked in a plough, 
And wearied sair enough. 

In the lands of Virginia, O ; 
With the yoke upon our neck, 
Till our hearts are like to break, 

And O but I*m weary, weary, O. 

When we*re called home to meat. 
There's little there to eat ; 

In the lands of Virginia, O ; 
We^re whipt at every meal^ 
And our backs are never heal. 

And O but I'm weary, weary, O. 

When our madam she does walk. 
We must all be at her back. 

In the lands of Virginia, O ; 
When our baby it does weep. 
We must lull it o'er asleep. 

And O but I'm weary, weary, O. 

At mid time of the day, 
When our master goes to play. 
In the lands of Virginia, O ; 
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Our factor stands near by. 
With his rod below his thigh, 
And O but I*m weary, weary, O. 

But if I had the chance, 
Fair Scotland to advance, 

From the lands of Virginia, O ; 
Never more should I 
Be a slave to Madam Guy, 

And O but I^m weary, weary, O, 



jfleto 'jpoxk. 

The minister's daughter of New York, 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

Has faen in love wi' her father's clerk, 
Alone by the green bum sidie, O. 

She courted him six years and a day. 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

At length her belly it did her betray. 
Alone by the green bum sidie, O. 
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She did her down to the greenwood gang. 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

To spend awa** a while o' her time, 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O. 

She leant her back unto a thorn. 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

And she's got her twa bonny boys bom, 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O. 

She^s taen the ribbons frae her hair, 
Hey wi^ the rose and the lindie, O ; 

Bound their bodies fast and sair. 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O. 

She^s put them aneath a marble stane, 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

Thinking a maiden to gae hame. 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O. 

Looking o'er her castle wa'. 

Hey wV the rose and the lindie, O ; 

She i^ied her bonny boys at the ba\ 
Alone by the green bum sidie, O. 

bonny babies if ye were mine, 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

1 wouM feed you with white bread and wine. 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O. 
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I wou'd feed you with the fcrra cow's milk, 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

And dress you in the finest silk. 
Alone by the green bum sidie, O. 

O cruel mother, when we were thine, 
Hey wi^ the rose and the lindie, O ; 

We saw nane o' your bread and wine, 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O. 

We saw nane o' your fera cow's milk, 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

Nor wear'd we o' your finest silk. 
Alone by the green bum sidie, O. 

O bonny babies, can ye tell me. 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O, 

What sort of death for you I must die, 
Akme by the green bum sidie, O ? 

Yes, cruel mother, we*ll tell to thee, 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O, 

What sort of death for us you maun die, 
Alone by the green bum sidie, O. 

Seven years a fool in the woods. 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

Seven years a fish in the floods. 
Alone by the green bum aidie, O ; 
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Seven years to be a church bell, 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

Seven years a porter in hell, 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O. 

Welcome, welcome, fool in the woods. 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

Welcome, welcome, fish in the floods. 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O. 

Welcome, welcome, to be a church bell, 
Hey wi' the rose and the lindie, O ; 

But, heavens keep me out of hell. 
Alone by the green burn sidie, O ! 



Away with you, away with you, James de Grant, 

And, Douglas, ye'U be slain ; 
For Balnadallach^s at your yetts, 

Wi' mony brave Highland man. 

Balnadallach has no feud at me, 

And I hae none at him ; 
Cast up my yetts baith braid and wide. 

Let Balnadallach come in. 
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James de Grant has made a vant. 

And leapt the castle wa"* ; 
But if he comes this way again, 

He*ll nae won sae well awa\ 

Take him, take him, brave Gordons, 

O take him, fine fellows, a' ; 
If he wins but ae mile on the Highland hill, 

He^ll defy you Gordons, a\ 



f^t)e CudtoJti ^atJor^ 

Go from my window, my dow, my dow, 

Go from my window, my dear ; 
The wind's blowing high, and the s^lor's lying by, 

So ye cannot get harbouring here. 

O go from my window, my dow, my dow, 

O go from my window, my dear ; 
The wind's in the west, and the cockle's in his nest. 

So ye cannot get harbouring here. 

Go from my window, my dow, my dow. 

Go from my window, my dear ; 
The wind and the rain have brought my love back again; 

So ye cannot get harbouring here. 
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Go from my window, my dow, my dow, 

Gro from my window, my dear ; 
The devil's in the man, that he cannot understand, 

That he cannot get harbouring here. 



f Ije Cruel f5lott)er. 

It fell ance upon a day, Edinbro^ Edinbro^ 
It fell ance upon a day, Stirling for aye ; 

It fell ance upon a day, 

The clerk and lady went to play, 
So proper Ssunt Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

If my baby be a son, Edinbro', Edinbro', 
If my baby be a son, Stirling for aye ; 

If my baby be a son, 

I<11 make him a lord o^ high renown, 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

She's lean'd her back to the wa", Edinbro\ Edinbro\ 
She's leanM her back to the wa', Stirling for aye; 

She's lean'd her back to the wa", 

Pray'd that her pains might fa\ 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 
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She*s leanM her back to the thorn, Edinbro', Edinbn/, 
She^s lean'*d her back to the thorn, Stirling for aye ; 

She^s lean'd her back to the thorn, 

There has her babj bom. 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

bonny baby, if ye suck sair, Edinbro', Edinbro', 
bonny baby, if ye suck sair, Stirling for aye ; 

bonny baby, if ye suck sair, 

You*ll never suck by my side mair, 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

She*s riven the muslin frae her head, Edinbro', Edinbro*, 
She^s riven the muslin frae her head, Stirling for aye ; 

She^s riven the muslin frae her head, 

Tie4 the baby hand and feet. 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

Out she took her little penknife, Edinbro', Edinbro', 
Out she took her little penknife, Stirling for aye ; 

Out sh^ took her little penknife, 

Twin'd the young thing o' its life. 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

She^s howk^d a hole anent the meen, Edinbro', Edinbro*, 
She^s howk'd a hole anent the meen, Stirling for aye ; 

She^s howk'd a hole anent the meen, 

There laid her sweet baby in, 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 
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She had her to her father's ha\ Ediiibro", Edinbro\ 
She had her to her father's ha\ Stirling for aye ; 
She had her to her father's ha', 
She was the meekest maid amang them a\ 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

It fell ance upon a day, Edinbro\ Edinbro\ 
It fell ance upon a day, Stirling for aye ; 

It fell ance upon a day. 

She saw twa babies at their play, 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

O bonny babies, gin ye were mine, Edinbro\ Edinbro', 
O bonny babies, gin ye were mine, Stirling for aye ; 

O bonny babies, gin ye were mine, 

I^d cleathe you in the silks sae fine. 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

O wild mother, when we were thine, Edinbro\ Edinbro,' 
O wild mother, when we were thine, Stirling for aye ; 

O wild mother, when we were thine. 

You cleath'd us not in silks sae fine, 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 

But now we*re in the heavens high, Edinbro', Edinbro\ 
But now we*re in the heavens high, Stirling for aye ; 

But now we*re in the heavens high, 

And you*ve the pains o' hell to try, 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay, 
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She threw hersell ower the castle-wa\ Edinbro\ Edinbro\ 
She threw hersell ower the castle-wa', Stirling for aye ; 

She threw hersell ower the castle-wa', 

There I wat she got a fa\ 
So proper Saint Johnston stands fair upon Tay. 



141 gar my gudeman trow 

That I'll sell the ladle, 
Cause he winna buy to me 

A gude riding saddle^ 
To ride to the kirk, and frae the kirk. 

And even thro\ the town ; 
Then stan' about, ye fisher jades. 

And gie my gown rowm. 

I had a bonny branit cow. 

That gae a cann a^ milk ; 
And I hae sauP my branit cow, 

And bought a gown o^ silk. 
There*s three raw o' fringes up, 

And three raw down ; 
Then stan' a little you by. 

And gie my gown rowm^ .. .' 
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Syne 1*11 gar my gudeman trow 

That I hae taeH the flings, 
Because he winna buy to me 

Sax gowd rings ; 
Ane on ilka finger, 

And twa upo' my thum ; 
Then statf a little you by. 

And gie my gown rowm. 



Wallace anti l)i0 Hematic 

Wallace wight, upon a night. 
Came riding o^er the linn ; 

And he is to his leman's bower. 
And tirPd at the pin. 

O sleep ye, wake ye, lady, he said, 
Ye*ll rise, lat me come in ? 

O wha*s this at my bower door. 
That knocks, and knows my name ? 

My name is William Wallace, 
Ye may my errand ken. 

The truth to you I will rdiearse. 

The seqret 1*11 unfold ; 
Into your en'^mies hands this night 

I fairly hae you sold. 
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If that be true ye tell to me, 

Do yc repent it sair ? 
O that I do, she said, dear Wallace, 

And will do evermair ! 

The English did surround my house, 

And foreed me theretilt ; 
But for your sake, my dear Wallace, 

I cou'd burn on a hill. 

Then he gae her a loving kiss. 

The tear dropped frae his e'e ; 
Says, Fare ye well for evermair. 

Your face nae mair 1*11 see. 

She dressed him in her aki claithing, 

And frae her house he came ; 
Which made the Englishmen admire 

To see this stiiiwart dame. 

He is to Saint Johnston gane. 
And there he playM him' well ; 

For there he saw a wdl-fiir^d May 
Was washing at a weH. 

What news, what news^ ye weU-farM May ? 

What news hae ye to me ? 
What news, what news^ ye well-fav^d May, 

All from your north oountrie ? 
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See ye not yon tavern house, 
That stands on yonder plain ; 

This very day have landet in it 
Full fifteen Englishmen ; 

In search of Wallace, our dear champion^ 
Ordaining that he shouM dee ; 

Then on my troth, said Wallace wight. 
These Englishmen I^se see. 



Chil Ether and Lady Maisry 
Were baith bom at ae birth ; 

They lov'd each other tenderlie. 
Boon every thing on earths 

The ley likes na the summer shower. 
Nor girse the momin^ dew. 

Better, dear Lady Maisry, 
Than Chil Ether loves you. 

The bonny doo hkes na its mate. 
Nor babe, at breast, its mither. 

Better, my dearest Chil Ether, 
Than Maisry loves her brither. 
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But he needs gae to gain renown, 

Into some far countrie ;— 
And Chil Ether has gaen abroad. 

To fight in Faynimie. 

And he has been in Faynimie 

A twalmonth and a day ; 
But never nae tidings did there come, 

Of his welfare to say. 

Then she^s ta'en ship, awa^ to sail. 
Out ower the roaring faem ; 

A"" for to find him^ Chil Ether, 
And for to bring him hame. 

She hadna sail'^d the sea a month, 

A month but barely three ; 
Until she landit on Ciper's diore, 

By the meen-licht sae lie. 

Lady Maisry did on her ^reen mantle. 
Took her purse in her hand ; 

And callM to her, her mariners. 
Syne walk'd up thro' the land. 

She walked up, sae did she down, 
Till she came till castell high ; 

There she sat down, on the door stane, 
And weepit bitterUe, 
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Then out it spake a sweet, sweet vmce. 
Out ower the castell wa* ;— 

Now isna that Lady Maisry 
That makes ac a dolefu^ fa' ? 

But gin that be Lady Maisry, 
Lat her make mirth and glee ; 

For I^m her brother, Chil Ether, 
That loves her tenderlie. 

But gin that be Lady Maisry, 
Lat her take purse in hand ; 

And gang to yonder castell wa\ 
They call it Gorinand : 

Spier for the lord o^ that castell, 
Gie^m dollars thirty-throe ; 

Tell him to ransom Chil Ether, 
That loves you taiderlie. 

She^s done h^ up to that castell. 
Paid down her gude monie; 

And sae she^s ransom'd Chil Ether, 
And brought him hame her wi\ 
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When spring appear*d in all its bloom, 
And flowers grew fresh and green ; 

As May>a^Roe she set her down, 
To lay gowd on her seam. 

But word has come to that lady, 

At evening when ^twas dark, 
To meet her love in gude greenwood, 

And -bring to him a sark. 

That^s strange to me, said May-a-Roe, 

For how can a' this be ? 
A month or twa is scarcely past, 

Sin^ I sent my iovie three. 

Then May-a-Roe lap on her steed, 

And quickly rade away ; 
She hadna ridden but hauf a mile, 

Till she heard a voice to say,— 

Turn back, turn back, ye venturous maid, 

Nae farther must ye go ; 
For the boy that leads your bridle rein, 

Leads you to your overthrow. 
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But a* these words she ne'er did mind, 

But fast awa' did ride ; 
And up it starts him, Hynde Henry, 

Just fair by her right side. 

Ye'U tarry here, perfidious maid. 

For by my hand ye'se dee ; 
Ye married my brother, Brown Robin, 

Whan ye shou'd hae married me. 

mercy, merey, Hynde Henry, 
O mercy have on me ; 

For I am eight months gane wi' child. 
Therefore ye*ll lat me be. 

Nae mercy is for thee, fair maid, 

Nae mercy is for thee ; 
You married my brother, Brown Robin, 

Whan ye should hae married me. 

Ye will bring here the breEul, Henry, 

And I will bring the wine ; 
And ye will drink to your ain love, 

And I will drink to mine. 

1 winna bring here the bread, fair maid, 
Nor yet shall ye the wine ; 

Nor will I drink to my ain love, 
Nor jret shall ye to thine. 
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O mercy, mercy, Hyndc Henry, 

Until I lighter be ; 
Hae mercy on your brother's bairn, 

Tho^ ye hae nane for me. 

Nae mercy is for thee, fair maid, 

Nae mercy is for thee ; 
Such mercy unto you 1*11 gie 

As what ye gae to me. 

Then hc^s taen out a trusty brand. 
And stroakM it ower a strae ; 

And thro^ and thro* her fair body, 
He^s gart cauld iron gae. 

Nae meen was made for that lady, 

For she was lying dead ; 
But a^ was for her bonny bairn. 

Lay spartling by her side. 

Then he^s taen up the bonny bairn. 

Handled him tenderlie. 
And said. Ye are o^ my ain kin, 

Tho^ your mother ill used me. 

He^s washen him at the crystal stream. 
And row'd him in a weed ; 

And nam'd him after a bold robber. 
Who was call'd Bobin Hood. 
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Then brou^t to the next borough^s town. 

And gae him nurses three ; 
He grew* as big in ae year auld 

As some boys wouM in three. 

Then he was sent toguid squeel-house. 

To learn how to thrive; 
He learned as muckle in ae yearns time 

As some boys would in five. 

But I wonder, I wonder, said little Robin, 

Gin e^er a woman bare me ; 
For mony a lady spiers for the rest. 

But nae ane spiers for me. 

I wonder, I wcmdor, said little Bobin, 

Were I of woman bom ; 
Whan ladies my comrades do caress, 

They look at me w¥ soattL 

It fell upon an evaung tide, 

Was ae night by it lane^ 
Whan a' the boys fcae guid squeel-house 

Were merrily coming hame ; 

Robin parted frae the rest. 

He wbh'd to be alane ; 
And when his com'rades he dismist, 
.•To guid greenwood he's gane. 
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When he came to guid greenwood, 

He clamb frae tree to tree. 
To pou some o' the finest leaves 

For to divert him wi\ 

He hadna pu'd a leaf, a leaf, 
Nor brake a branch but ane. 

Till by it came him, Hynde Henry, 
And bade hinl lat alane. 

You are too bauld a boy, he said, 

Sae impudent you be ; 
As pu' the leaves that^s nae your ain. 

Or yet to touch the tree. 

O mercy, mercy, gentleman, 

O mercy hae on me; 
For if that I offence hae done. 

It was unknown to ma 

Nae boy comes here to guid greenwood 

But pays a fine. to me ; 
Your velvet coat, or shooting bow, 

Which o** them will ye gie ? 

My shooting bow arches sae well, 

Wi^ it I canno' purt; 
Lest wer't to srad a sharp arrow 

To pierce you to the heart. '^..- 



2S6 

He tum'^d him right and round about. 
His countenance did change ; 

Ye seem to be a boy right bauld, 
Why can ye talk sae strange ? 

I'm sure ye are the bauldest boy 

That ever I talked wi' ; 
As for your mother, May-a^Roe, 

She was ne^er sae bauld to me. 

O, if ye knew my mother, he said, 
That^s yery strange to me ; 

And if that ye my mother knew, 
If s mair than I couM dee. 

Sae well as I your mother knew, 
Ance my sweet heart was she ; 

Because to me she broke her vow. 
This maid was slain by me. 

O, if ye slew my mother dear. 
As I trust ye make nae lie, 

I wyte ye never did the deed 
That better paid shall be. 

O mercy, mercy, little Robin, 

O mercy hae on me. 
Sic mercy as ye gae my mother. 

Sic mercy Fll gie thee. 
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Prepare yourself, perfidious man. 

For by my hand ye'se dee ; 
Now comers that bluidy butcher^s end^ 

Took my mother frae me. 

Then he has chosen a sharp arrow, 
That was baith keen and smart. 

And let it fly at Hynde Henry, 
And pierced him to the heart. 

These news hae gaen thra^ Stirling town. 
Likewise thro* Hunting-ha^ ; 

At last it reached the king^s own court, 
Amaog the nobles a'. 

When the king got word o^ that, 

A light laugh then gae he ; 
And he^s sent for him, little Robin, 

To come right speedilie^ 

He^s putten on little Robin^s head 
A ribbon and gowden crown ; 

And made him ane o^s finest knights,. 
For the valour he had done. 
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My love, she is a gentlewoman, 

Has her living by the seam ; 
I kenna how she is jn-ovided. 

This night tar me, and my foot groom. 

He is gane to Annie's bower door. 
And gently tirled at the pin ; 

Ye sleep ye, wake y^ my love Annie, 
Ye41 rise and lat your true tove in. 

Wi^ her white fingers lang and smaV 
She gently hfted up the pin ; 

Wi^ her arms kmg and be»t. 

She kindly caught sweet Willie in. 

will ye go to card^ or dice. 
Or will ye go to play ? 

Or will ye go to a well made bedy 
And sleep a while till day P 

1 winna gang to cards nor dice. 
Nor yet will I to play ; 

But I will gang to a well made bed, 
And sleep a while till day. 
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My love Annie, my dear Annie, 

I would be at your desire ; 
But wae mat fa^ the auld Matrons, 

As she sits by the kitchen fire. 

Keep up your heart, Willie, she said. 
Keep up your heart, dinna fear ; 

It^s seven years and some guid mair. 
Sin her foot did file the flear. 

They hadna kissed nor love clapped. 

As lovers wbea they meet. 
Till up it raise the auld MatnwB, 

Sae well^s she spread her feet. 

O wae mat fa"* the auld Matrons, 
Sae clever^s she took the gate ; 

And she^s gaen ower yoii; laog, lang hill, 
Knock'^d at the sheriff^s. yaite^ 

Ye sleep, ye wake> mj hxdy she said. 
Are ye not your bower within? 

There^s a knight ia bed wi^ your daughter, 
I fear she^ gott^i wrang. 

Ye*ll do ye down tihro' Kelso town, ' 

Waken my wall-wi^t men ; 
And gin ye hae your wark well dune 

I^U be there at command. 
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She^ done her down thro^ Kelso town, 
Wakened his wall-wight men ; 

But gin she had her wark well done. 
He was there at command. 

He had his horse wP com fodder'd, 

His men arm^d in mail ; 
He gae the Matrons half a merk. 

To show them ower the hill. 

Willie sleep'd, but Annie waked. 
Till she heard their bridles ring ; 

Then tapped on her lovers shoulder, 
And said, Ye^ve sleepit lang. 

save me, save me^ my blessed lady. 
Till I^ve on my shooting gear ; 

1 dinna fear the king himsell, 

Tho' he an's men were here. 

Then they shot in, and WiUie out. 
The arrows grazM his brow ; 

The maid she wept and tore her hiur,. 
Says, This can never do. 

Then they shot in, and he shot out^ 
The bow brunt Willie's hand ; 

But aye he kissed her ruby lips. 
Said, My dear, thinkna lang^ 
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He set his horn to his mouth, 
And has blawn loud and shrill ; 

And he^s call'd on his brother John, 
In Ringlewood he lay still. 

The first an' shot that Lord John shot, 
He wound fifty and fifteen ; 

The next an' shot that Lord John shot, 
He ca'd out the sheriiTs een. 

O some o' you lend me an arm, 

Some o' you lend me twa ; 
And they that came for strife this day. 

Take horse, ride fast awa\ 

But wae mat fa' you, auld Matrons, 

All ill death mat ye die ; 
And bum you on yon high hill head, 

Blaw your ashes in the sea. 



O faer ye gaun, ye carlin, carlin ? 

Faer ye gaun, ye rigwoodie carlin ? 
Faer ye gaun for now and for aye ? 

Was there e'er a young laddie sae waddie as I P 
VOL.11. -R 
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I'm gaun awa' hame. Will Boy, Will Boy, 
Fm gaun awa^ liame, my heart and my joy ; 

I'm gaun awa' hame for now and for aye, 
Was there e'er a poor widow sae weary as I ? 

O faer hae ye been, ye carlin, carlin ? 

O faer hae ye been, ye rigwoodie carlin ? 
O faer hae you been for now and for aye ? 

Was there e^er a young laddie sae waddie as I P 

I*ve been burying my man. Will Boy, Will Boy, 
I^ve been burying my man, my heart and my joy ; 

I^ve been burying my man for now and for aye. 
Was there e'er a poor widow sae weary as I ? 

But faer ye gaun. Will Boy, Will Boy ? 

And faer ye gaun, my heart and my joy ? 
And faer ye gaun for now and for aye ? 

Was e'er a poor widow sae weary «^ I ? 

I'm seeking service, ye carlin, carlin, 
I'm seeking service, ye rigwoodie carlin ; 

I'm seeking service for now and for aye, 
Was e'er a young laddie sae waddie as I ? 

WUl ye fee wi' me. Will Boy, Will Boy ? 

Will ye fee wi' me, my heart and my joy ? 
Will ye fee wi' me for now and for aye ? 

Was there e'er a poor widow sae weary as I ? 
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What fee will ye gie me, ye carlin, carlin ? 

What fee will ye gie me, ye rigwoodie carlin ? 
What fee will ye gie me for now and for aye ? 

Was e'er a young laddie sae waddie as I ? 

1*11 gie ye twa placks, Will Boy, Will Boy, 
1*11 gie ye twa placks, my heart and my joy ; 

141 gie ye twa placks for now and for aye, 
Was e^er a poor widow sae weary as I ? 

It*s but a herd'^s fee, ye carlin, carlin, 
It*s but a berd^s fee, ye rigwoodie carlin ; 

It*s but a herd's fee for now and for aye. 
Was e^er a young laddie sae waddie as I P 

141 gie ye five tnerks. Will Boy, Will Boy, 
141 gie ye five fnierks, my heart and my joy ; 

1*11 gie ye five iti^ks for now and for aye, 
Was e'er a pooi^ widow sae weary as I ? 

What meat will ye ^e me, ye carlin, carlin ? 

What meat will ye gie me, ye rigwoodie carlin ? 
What meat will ye gie me for now and for aye f 

Was e^er a young laddie sae waddie as I ? 

1*11 gie you milk and bread. Will Boy, Will Boy, 
I4i gie you milk and bread, my heart and my joy j 

1*11 gie you milk and bread for now and for; aye. 
Was e^er a poor widow sae weary as I ? 
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Milk and bread is bairns' meat, carlin, carlin. 

Milk and bread is bairns' meat, ye rigwoodie carlin ; 

Milk and bread is bairns' meat for now and for aye. 
Was e'er a young laddie sae waddie as I ? 

1*11 gie you bread and beef. Will Boy, Will Boy, 
1*11 gie you bread and beef, my heart and my joy ; 

1*11 gie you bread and bcSbf for now and for aye. 
Was e'er a poor widow sae weary as I ? 

Faer will ye lay me, ye carlin, carlin ? 

Faer will ye lay me, ye rigwoodie carlin ? 
Faer will ye lay me for now and for aye. 

Was e'er a young laddie sae waddie as I ? 

1*11 lay you wi' my bairns, Will Boy, Will Boy, 
1*11 lay you wi' my bairns, my heart and my joy ; 

1*11 lay you wi' my bairns for now and for aye. 
Was e'er a poor widow sae weary as I ? 

Fat an' they pish me, ye carlin, carlin. 
Fat an' they pish me, ye rigwoodie carlin ? 

Fat an' they pish me for now and &r aye ? 
Was e'er a young laddie sae waddie as I ? 

1*11 lay you wi' my sell. Will Boy, Will Boy, 
1*11 lay you wi' my sell, my heart and my joy ; 

1*11 lay you wi' mysell for now and for aye. 
Was e'er a young widow sae happy as I ? 
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We^ll gree about that, ye carlin, carlin, 
We'll gree about that, ye rigwoodie carlin ; 

We*ll gree about that for now and for aye. 
Was eVr a young laddie sae happy as I ? 



When grass grew green on Lanark plains, 
And fruit and flowers did spring; 

A Scottish squire in cheerfu^ strains, 
Sae merrily thus did sing :— 

O well fails me o^ my parrot. 

That he can speak and flee ; 
For he will carry love letters 

Between my love and me. 

And well fails me o' my parrot. 
He can baith speak and gang ; 

And be will carry love letters 
To the maid in south England. 

O how shall I your love find out ? 

Or how shall I her know ? 
When my tongue with her never spake. 

Nor my eyes her ever saw. 



246 

O what is red of her is red, 
As blude drapp^d on the snaw ; 

And what is white o^ her is white 
As milk, or the sea maw. 

Even before that lady's yetts, 
You^ll find a bowing birk ; 

And there ye^U sit and sing thereon. 
Till she gaes to the kirk. 

Then even before that lady's yetts, 
YouMl find a bowing ash ; 

And ye may sit and sing thereon, 
Till she comes frae the mass. 

And even before that lady^s window, 
You*ll find a bed o' tyme ; 

And ye may sit and sing thereon. 
Till she sits down to dine. 

Even abeen that lady's window. 
There's fix'd a siller j»h ; 

And a"* these words that I tell you, 
Ye^Il sit and sing tberein. 

Ye41 bid her send her k>ve a letter. 

For he has sent her five ; 
And he<ll never send anither ane. 

To nae woman aKve. 
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Ye'll bid her send her love a letter, 
For he has sent her seven ; 

And he41 never send anither send, 
To ,iiae maid under heaven. 

This little Inrd then took his flight 

Beyond the raging sea ; 
And lighted at that lad j^s yetts, 

On tower o^ gowd sae hie. 

Even before that lady^s yetts, 

He found a bowing birk ; 
And there he sat and sang thereon. 

Till she went to the kirk. 

Even before that lady^s yttts. 

He found a bowing ash ; 
And then he sat and sang thereon. 

Till she came frae the mass. 

Even before that lady^s window. 

He found a bed o^ tyme; 
And then he sat and sang thereon, 

Till she sat down to dine. 

Even abeen that lady^s window. 

Was fix'd a oiler, {nn ; 
And a^ the words that were tauld him, 

He sat and sang them in. 
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You^rc tndden send your love a letter. 

For he has sent jou five ; 
Or he41 never send anith^- send. 

To nae woman alive. 

You^re Indden send your love a letter. 
For he has s^ii you sevan ; 

And he^ll never send anither send. 
To nae maid under heaven. 

Sit in the hall, good ladies all. 
And drink the wine sae red ; 

And I will to yon small window, 
And hear yon birdie^s leed. 

Sing on, sing on, my bonny bird. 
The sang ye sung just now ; 

1^11 sing nae mair, ye lady fair. 
My errand is to you. 

If ye be my true lovie's bird, 

Sae well^s I will you ken ; 
You will gae in at my gown sleeve. 

Come out at my gown hem. 

That I am come frae your true love. 
You soon shall see right plain ; 

And read these lines below my wing, 
That I hae brought frae him. 
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When she looked these lines upon, 
She read them, and she leuch ; 

O well fails me, my true love now, 
O' this I hae eneuch. 

Here is the broach on my breast bane, 
The garlings frae my hair; 

Likewise the heart that is within. 
What wou'd my love hae maxc ? 

The nearest kirk in fair Scotland, 
Ye41 bid him meet me there ; 

She has gane to her dear father, 
Wr heart perplex'd and sair. 

When she came to her auld father, 
Fell low down on her knee. 

An asking, asking, father dear, 
I pray you grant it me. 

Ask what you will, my dear daughter. 

And I will grant it thee ; 
Unless to marry yon Scottish squire, 

That^s what shall never be. 

O that^s the asking, father, she said. 
That 1^11 ne^er ask of thee ; 

But if I die in south England, 
In Scotland ye*U bury me. 
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The asking*s nae sae great, daughter. 

But granted it shall be ; 
And tho^ ye die in south England, 

In Scotland we*ll bury thee. 

She has gane to her step-mother. 
Fell low down on her knee ; 

An asking, asking, mother dear, 
I pray you grant it me. 

Ask what ye please, my lily white dove. 

And granted it shall be. 
If I do die in south England, 

In Scotland bury me. 

Had these words spoke been in again, 

I wouM not granted thee ; 
You hae a love in £ur Scotland, 

Sae faints you wouM be tee. 

She scarce was to her chamber gane, 

Nor yet was well set down, 
Till on the sofa where she sat. 

Fell in a deadly swoon. 

Her father and her seven brithers. 

They made for her a bier; 
The one half o't was gude red gowd, 

The other siller clear. 
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Her seven sisters were employed 

In making her a sark ; 
The one half o*t was cambric fine. 

The other needle wark. 

Then out it speaks her auld stcp-dame. 

Sat on the sofa's end ; 
Ye^ll drap the het lead on her cheek, 

Sae do you cm her chin ; 
For women will use mony a wile. 

Their true loves for to win. 

Then up it raise her eldest brither, 

Into her bower he*s gane ; 
Then in it came her youngest blither, 

The het lead to drap on. 

He drapt it by her cheek, her cheek, 

Sae did he by her chtn ; 
Sae did he by her comely hause. 

He knew life was therein. 

The bier was made wP red gowd laid, 

Sae curious round about ; 
A private entrani^e there contrived, 

That her breath might win out. 

The first an' kirk in fair Scotland, 
They gar^d the belk be rung ; 
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The niest an^ kirk in fair Scotland, 
They caus'd the mass be sung. 

The third an^ kirk in fair Scotland, 

They passed it quietly by ; 
The fourth an' kirk in fair Scotland, 

Clerk Sandy did them spy. 

down ye*ll set this corpse o' clay, 
Lat me look on the dead ; 

For I may sigh, and say, alas ! 
For death has nae remeid. 

Then he has cut her winding sheet 

A little below her chin ; 
And wi' her sweet and ruby lips 

She sweetly smil'd on him. 

Gie me a sheave o' your white bread, 

A bottle o' your wine ; 
For I hae fasted for your sake 

Fully these lang days nine. 

Gae hame, gae hame, my seven brithers, 
Gae hame and blaw your trumpet ; 

And ye may tell to your step-dame. 
This dav she is affronted. 

1 cam^na here to fair Scotland, 
To lye amo* the dead ; 
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But came to be Clerk Sandy^s wife. 
And lay gowM on my head. 

Gae hame, gae hame, my seven brithers, 
Gae hame and blaw your horn ; 

And ye may tell in fair England 
In Scotland ye got the scorn. 

I came not here to fair Scotland, 

To mix amang the clay ; 
But came to be Clerk Sandy^s wife, 

And wear gowd to my tae. 

Sin ye hae ^en us thb ae scorn. 

We shall gie you anither ; 
Ye shall hae naething to live upon, 

But the bier that brought you hither. 



As I went forth to take the air 
IntiU an evening clear. 

And there I spied a lady fair 
Making a heavy bier. 

Making a heavy bier, I say. 
But, and a piteous meen ; 
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And aye she sighed, and said, alas ! 
For John o' Hazelgreen. 

The sun was sinking in tlie west. 

The stars were shining clear ; 
When thro' the thickets o' the wood, 

A gentleman did appear. 
Says, who has done you the wrong, fair maid,- 

And left you here alane ; 
Or who has kissed your lovely lips, 

That ye ca' Hazelgreen ? 

Hold your tongue, kind sir, she said. 

And do not banter so ; 
How will ye add affliction 

Unto a lover's woe ? 
For nonets done me the wrong, she said,- 

Nor left me here alane ; 
Nor none has kissM my lovely lips. 

That I ca' Hazelgreen. 

Why weep ye by the tide, lady ? 

Why weep ye by the tide ? 
How blythe and ha[^y might he be 

Gets you to be his bride ? 
Gets you to be his bride, fair maid^ 

And him I'll no bemean ; 
But when I take my wcmxIs again. 

Whom call ye Hazelgreen ? 
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What like a man was Hazelgreen ? 

Will ye show him to me ? 
He is a comely proper youth, 

I in my sleep did see. 
Wi^ arms tall, and fingers small, 

He*s comely to be seen ; 
And aye she loot the tears down fall 

For John o^ Hazelgreen. 

If ye^ll forsake young Hazelgreen, 

And go along with me ; 
1*11 wed you to my eldest son, 

Make you a lady free. 
It^s for to wed your eldest son, 

I am a maid o'er mean ; 
1^11 rather stay at home, she says. 

And die for Hazelgreen. 

If ye^Il forsake young Hazelgreen, 

And go along with me, 
1^11 wed you to my second son. 

And your weight o^ gowd 1*11 gie. 
It^s for to wed your second son, 

I am a maid e^er mean ; 
1*11 rather stay at home, she says, 

And die for Hazelgreen. 

Then he's taen out a siller comb, 
CombM down her yellow hair ; 
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And looked in a diamond bright. 

To see if she were fair. 
My ^1, ye do all maids surpass 

That ever I have seen ; 
Cheer up your heart, my lovely lass. 

And hate young Hazelgreen. 

Young Hazelgreen he is my love, 

And ever mair shall be ; 
141 nae fcn-sake young Hazelgreen 

For a' the gowd ye*ll gie. 
But aye she sigh'd, and said, alas f 

And made a piteous meen ; 
And aye she loot the tears down fa\ 

For John o' Hazelgreen. 

He looked high, and lighted low. 

Set her upon his horse ; 
And they rode on to Edinburgh, 

To Edinburgh's own cross. 
And when she in that city was. 

She looked like ony queen ; 
""Tis a pity such a lovely lass 

Should love young Hazelgreen. 

Young Hazelgreen, he is my love. 

And ever mair shall be ; 
I'll nae forsake young Hazelgreen 

For a^ the gowd ye'U gie. 
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And aye she sighed, and said, alas ! 

And made a piteous meen ; 
And aye she loot the tears down fa', 

For John o* Hazelgreen. 

Now hold your tongue, my well-far^ maid, 

Lat a' your mourning be. 
And a^ endeavours I shall try, 

To bring that youth to thee ; 
If ye*ll tell me where your love stayi$. 

His stile and proper name. 
He^s laird o' Taperbank, she says, 

His stile. Young Hazelgreen/ 

Then he has coft for that lady 

A fine silk riding gown ; 
Likewise he coft for that lady 

A steed, and set her on ; 
Wi'' menji feathers in her hat, 

Silk stockings and siller sheen ; 
And they are on to Taperbank, 

Seeking young Hazelgreen. 

They nimbly rode along the way. 
And gently spurred their horse, 

Till they rode on to Hazelgreen, 
To Hazelgreen's own close. 

Then forth he came, young Hazelgreen, 

To welcome his father free ; 
VOL. II. S 
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Yoa^re wdoome bere^ my father deov 
And a* jour oompanie. 

But when be looked (fex his shoulder^ 

A light laugh then gae he ; 
Says, If I getna this lady. 

Its for her I must die ; 
I must confess this is the maid 

I ance saw in a dream, 
A walkii^ thro' a pleasant shade. 

As fairs a cy|HreflS queea 

Now hold your tmigu^ young Haaselgreenj 

Lat a' your folly be ; 
If ye be wae for that lady, 

SheS thrice as wae for thee. 
SheS thrice as wae far thee, my son. 

As bitter doth complain; 
Well is she worthy o' the rigs 

That lie on Hazelgreea. 

HeS taen her in his arms twa. 

Led her thro^ bower and ha' ; 
Cheer up your heart, my dearest dear, 

Ye*re flower out o'er them a*. 
This night shall be our wedding e'en. 

The morn we'll say, Amen ; 
Ye^se never mair hae cause to moum,<-» 

Ye<re lady o' Hazelgreen. 
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*Twas on an evening fair, I went to take the aif/ 

I heard a maid making her moan ; 
Said, Saw ye my father, or saw ye my mother^ 

Or saw ye my brother John ? ♦ 
Or saw ye the lad that I love best, 

And his name it is sweet William ? 

I saw not your father, I saw not your mother. 

Nor saw I your brother John ; 
But I saw the lad that ye lovie best. 

And his name it is sweet Williani. 

O was my love riding, or was he running, 

Or was he walking alone ? 
Or says he that he will be hfei*e this night ? 

O dear but he tafries lotig ! 

Your love was not riding, nor yet was he running, 

But fast was he w'alkitig atone ; 
He says that he will be here this night to thee, 

And f(«*bids you to think long. 

Then Willie he has gane to his love's door. 
And gently tiried tK^ piti ; 
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O sleep ye, wake je, my bonny Meggie, 
Ye^ll rise, lat your true love in. 

The lassie being swack, ran to the door fu' snack^ 

And gently she lifted the pin ; 
Then into her arms sae large and sae lang,. 

She embraced her bonny love in. 

O will ye gang to the cards or the dice. 

Or to a table o^ wine ? 
Or will ye gang to a well-made bed^ 

Well covered wi' blankets fine ? 

O, I winna gang to the cards nor the dice. 

Nor yet to a table o' wine ; 
But 1^11 rather gang to a well-made bed, 

Well covered wi* blankets fine. 

My braw little cock sits on the house tap, 

Ye*U craw not till it be day. 
And your kame shall be o^ the gude red gowd,. 

And your wings o' the aller grey ! 

The cock being fause, untrue he was. 

And he crew an hour ower seen ; 
They thought it was the gude day lights 

But it was but the light o^ the meen. 

Ohon, alas ! says bonny Meggie then. 
This night we hae sleeped ower lang ; 



O what is the matter, then Willie replied, 
The faster then I must gang. 

Then sweet Willie raise, and put on his claise, 
And drew till him stockings and sheen ; 

And took by his side his berry brown sword, 
And ower yon lang hill he^s gane. 

As he gaed ower yon high, high hill. 

And down yon dowie den, 
Great and grievous was the ghost he saw. 

Would fear ten thousand men. 

As he gaed in by Mary kirk, 

And in by Mary stile, 
Wan and weary was the ghost 

Upon sweet Willie did smile. 

Aft hae ye travelTd this road, Willie, 

Aft hae ye travelPd in sin ; 
Ye ne^er said sae muckle for your saul. 

As, My Maker bring me hamei 

Aft hae ye travelTd this road, Willie, 

Your bonny love to see ; 
But ye^ll never travel this road again. 

Till ye leave a token wY me. 

Then she has taen him sweet Willie, 
Kiven him firae g^k to gair ; 



And on il)ai seat o' Mary's kirk, 

O^ Willie she hang 9 shar^. 
Even abeen his love Meggie''s dice, 

Hang^s head and yellow hair. 

His father m£^ie moaii, his mother made moan, 

But Meggie made muckle mair. 
His father made moan, his mother made moan, 

But Meggie reave her yellow hair. 



O busk ye, busk ye, bujt^ {{aij^^t, 

busk ye, and malf^e y^ br9w ; 
This day I'm come for you, my love, 

And you to steal awa\ 

hold your tpngije, mw byUid Hairtiiig, 

1 darena gang wi' thee; 

Except ye slay my father and mother. 
Likewise my brothers three. 

1 will gie them laudanum in, th^ drink, 
Will gar them a^ sleep sound ; 

And ye^ll gang to them at nine at night, 
In bed where they lye bound. 
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'She^s gien them laudanum iu their drink. 
That made them a*^ deep sound ; 

Hynd Hasting came at nine at night, 
To bed where tbey laj bound* 

He slew her father and h^ mother. 

And next her brotben twa ; 
And next he slew Sir Hugh M'Reagh, 

The flower out ower them a\ 

Then be is gane left them alane, 
All weltering in their bleede ; 

And he is aff wi' burd Hamlet, 
To gude greenwood wi^ speed. 

She badna been in gude greenwood 

A twalmonth and a dajr. 
Till she wouM gang to bonny Ha'bvoom, 

To sell baith e«r* and kye* 

If ye gaog to the bonny Ha^broMD, 
Ye^ll come soon back tame; 

If ye*re lang absent firae my sight, 
141 come and vint diee. 

When she had st^ed a month or twa. 
Then lang finr her thought he ; 

And he would on to bomy Ha^broom, 
Burd Hamlet for to see. 

* Cairy—YouDg odvet. 
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Then he gaed on, and further on. 
Till he saw horse and harrows ; 

It is not fit for a banish'd man. 
To gang wanting bows and arrows. 

Syne he gaed on and further on. 
Till he saw carts and ploughs^. 

It is not fit for a banished man 
To gang wanting spears and bows. 

As he gaed up yon high, high hill, 

And down yon dowie den ; 
And there he saw his burd Hamlet, 

Amo^ the unclean men. 

Come to ye're bed, ye unclean men, 
For cauld, caul ye my claes ; 

Hynd Hasting wouM embraced me twice 
Or ye pick your leally taes. 

Come to ye're bed, ye unclean men, 
For cauld, caul ye my sheets ; 

Hynd Hasting wouM embraced me twice 
Or ye pick your leally feet. 

Hynd Hasting in a thicket hid. 

And him she didna see; 
Up he raise, and afF he gaes, 

Nae words to her said he. 
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But he is back to gude greenwood, 

▲s fast as he coii'd gang ; 
And he is on to gude greenwood, * 

And joined a robber band. 

So they walk'd out upon a day. 

To s^ what they cou^d see ; 
He saw burd Hamlet ragged and torn, 

Beneath a green oak tree. 

He tumM him to his robber band. 
And the tear blinded his e'e ; 

'Twas for the sake o^ this woman, 
I left my own oountrie. 

Some said they wouM burd Hamlet head, 
Some said diey wou^d her hang; 

For no, for no, said hynd Hasting, 
She was my true love lang. 



Bonlise^ anil fStatj8tp. 

O come along wi' me, brother. 

Now come along wT me; 
And we'll gae seek our sister Maisry, 

Into the water o^ Dee» 
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The eldest brother he stef^ped in, 

He stepped to the knee; 
Then out he jumped upo^ the bank. 

Says, This waters nae for me. 

The second brother he stepped in^ 

He stepped to the q«iit ; 
Then out he jumpM upo' the bank. 

Says, This waters woiid^ious deep^ 

When the thinl brother stej^ed in, 

He stepped to the chin ; 
Out he got, and fin-ward wade. 

For fear o' drowning hmi. 

The youngest brother he stepp^^i in, 
Took% uster by the hand ; 

Sidd, Here she is, my nster Maisry, 
Wr the hiaay dSNsp^cok her chin. 

O if I were in some bonny ship. 
And in some strange countrie, 

For to find out some cmijurer. 
To gpr Measrj speek to^me. 

Then out it speaks an aukl woman. 

As she was- passing by ; 
Ask of your a»ter what you want. 

And she will speak to thee. 
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O sister, tell me who is the man, 

That did your body win ? 
And who is the wretch, tell me, likewise, 

That threw you in the lin ? 

O Bpndsey was the only man 

That did my body win ; 
And likewise Bondsey was the man 

That threw me in the lin. 

O will we Bondsey head, sistert? 

Or will we Bondsey hang ? 
Or will we set him at our bow end, 

Lat arrows at him gang ? 

Ye winna Bondsey head, brothers^ 

Nor will ye Bondsey hai^ ; 
But ye^ll take out his twa gvey e*en. 

Make Bondsey blind to gai^. 

Ye^ll put to the gate a chain o^ gold, ' 

A rose gaijand gar make ; 
And ye^ll j^t that in. Bondsey^s heafd, 

A' for your siater^a sake. 
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Hynd Horn fair, and hynd Horn free, 
O where were you bom ? in what oountrie ? 
In gude greenwood, there I was bom, 
And all my forbears me befom. 

O seven years I served the king. 
And as for wages, I never gat nane ; 
But ae sight o^ his ae daughter. 
And that was thro^ an augre bore. 

My love gae me a siller wand, 
'Twas to rule ower a' Scotland ; 
And she gae me a gay gowd ring. 
The virtue o't was above a^ thing. 

As langfs thb ring it keeps the hue, 
Ye^U know I am a lover true ; 
But when the ring turns pale and wan, 
Ye^ll know I love another man. 

He hoist up sails, and awa^ s^'^d he. 
And sail'd into a far countrie ; 
And when he looked upon his ring. 
He knew she loved another man. 
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He hoist up sails and home came he, 
Home unto'his ain countrie ; 
The first he met on his own land, 
It chanced to be a beggar man. 

What news, what news, my gude auld man P 
What news, what news,' hae je to me ? 
Nae news, nae news, said the auld man^ 
The mom^s our queen^s wedding day. 

Will ye lend me your beg^ng weed,. 
And 141 lend you my riding steed P 
My begging weed will ill suit thee. 
And your riding steed will ill suit me. 

But part be right, and part be wrang, 
Frae the beggar man the cloak he wan ; 
Auld man, come tell to me your leed. 
What news ye gie when ye beg your bread ? 

As ye walk up unto the hill. 
Your pike staff ye lend ye till ; 
But whan ye come near by the yett, 
Straight to them ye will upstep. 

Take nane frae Peter, nor frae Paul, 
Nane frae high or low o^ them all ; 
And frae them all ye will take nane, 
Until it comes frae the bride^s ain hand 
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He took nane irae Peter, nor frae FAuif 
Nane frae the hi^ nor low o^ them alt $ 
And frae them all he would take natie, 
Until it came lirae the bnde's ain hiaiid. 

Th^ bride came tripping ddwn the stair , 
The Combs 6' red gowd in her hair ; 
A cup o^ red wine in her band. 
And that she gae to the beggkr man. 

Out o' the cop he drank the wine> 
And into the tup b^* dropt the riag ; 

got ye^t by sea^ or gbt yeH by land, 
Or got ye\ on dr dh>wtf d inaii^ hand ? 

1 got it not by sea, nor got it by land, 
Nor got I it on a drownM man's hand ; 
But I got it at my womng gay, 

And I^lt ^t you on yoor wadding day. 

141 take the red gowd iiratf my bead. 
And follow you, and beg my br«ad; 
141 take the red gDwd (ms my hair, 
And follow you for et^rtmnr; 

Atween the kitdben and the ha% 
He loot his cloutie^ cloak down fa*; 
And wi* red gowd shone ower thein a\ 
And frae the bridegroom the bride he staV 
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There were twa knights in fair Scotland, 
And they were brothers 6W<»rn ; 

They made a tow to be at true 
As if they^ been brothers bonk. 

The one he was> spwealthy knight. 

Had lands uid buUdi^gs ftee ; 
The other was a young hynde* squire. 

In lank^ of lower degree. 

But it fell ance upon a day, 

These squires they walked alone ;• 

And to each other they did tdik. 
About the fair wcnnen. 

O wed a mi^, the kni^t Ad seiy, 

For your credit and feme ; 
Lay never your lo?e on lemanry. 

Bring nae gude woman> to slmme. 

There<s nae gude wobmh, tlie squire did say. 

Into this place but nine : 
O well £aUs me, the kaigbt tefiitdy 

For ane o^ th^oi is imne. 
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Ye say your lady's a gude woman,. 

But I say, she is nane ; 
I think that I could gain her love. 

Ere six months they are gane. 

If ye will gang six. months away, 

And sail upon the faem; 
Then I will gain your lady's leve^ 

Before that ye come hame. 

O 1^11 gang till a far countrie. 
And far beyond the £siem ; 

And ye winna gain my lady^s love. 
Whan nine lang months are gane. 

When the evening sun did set, 
And day came to an end ; 

In then casne the lady^s gude lord. 
Just in at yon town's end. 

comely are ye^ my lady gay, 
Sae fair and rare to see ; 

1 wish whan I am gane away. 
Ye keep your mind to me. 

She gae^m a bason to wash in. 
It shin'd thro' a' the ha' ; 

But aye as she gaed but and ben,. 
She loot the saut tears &'. 
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I wonder what ails my gude lord. 

He has sic jealousie ; 
Never wheu we parted before, 

He spak sic words to me. 

When cocks did craw, and day did daw. 
This knight was fair at sea; 

Then in it came the young hynde squire, 
To work him villanie. 

I hae a coffer o^ gude red gowd, 

Another o' white monie ; 
I wou^d.gie youH a', my gay lady. 

To lye this night wi' me. 

If ye wama my lord^s brother, 

And him sae far fraa hame. 
Even before my aia bower door 

I<d gar hang you on a pin. 

He^s gane frae the lady's bower, 
Wi^ the saut tear in his e^e ; 

And he is to his foster mother, 
As fast as gang cou^d he. 

There is a fancy in my head. 

That I«ll reveal to thee; 
And your assistance I will crave, 

If ye will grant it me. - 

VOL. II. T 



I<ye GRf^gmaiom m wj pockety 

I<Te fifty o* them and 'tbree; 
And if ye^ll grant Mfafttt I nquest^ 

Te^se hae tbemlbr yamt fee. 

Speik on, speak en, jei^mie byode squke. 

What mi^ y dor anting be ? 
I fama Vfaa'iraaM he ma haae 

As nae serve for si^a fee. 

O, I hae imgar'd ir¥ my brotlier. 

When he w&aitto the &eih^ 
That I n^ouMgamiiii^iacfy^ krve 

Ere six monthBlh^ were gane. 



To me he hud 'his laMs at stakes 
Tho' he weite ^on the &eni, 

I wudna gasfi his bidy^s love 
Whan nine hmg viondis were gane; 

Now I hae tried to gtua her love. 

But finds it imina dot; 
And here I^m come, as "ye htr khoW, 

To seek some help iiae you : 

For r did lay my life at stdie, 

Whan my brother went &ae hamt , 

That I wou'd gain hks lady'^s love 
Whan he was oiithe*£iiem« 
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Hut when tixQ (eyeniqg sun. wa3 se^ 

And day. qaxne X9 an ^nd. 
In at c^iB/e tb^t fi^use carjlme» 

Just in uli yon jtown^s «nd. 

O comely ane ye, my ^a^ liady, 

Your loi^ is 4)n the faenji ; 
Yon unco s(][uire <wiU^;ain jwr Ipy^,^ 

Before that jhe come luame. 

Forbid it;, saiii the lady fm^ 
That e^er the iike .shotted be ; 

That I wou'd .wr^u;ig ^ny ain £ude .lord^ 
And him sa^ fmratd^a. 

O comely are yt^ ripy jg^ J$4y» 

Stately i^ jQur .feir lixidip ; 
Your lovtely T^s^ is,&r ch^g^d. 

That is Jbest lfnowjx,to ipe. 

You're sair.4ufie wt for w^t V deep. 
Sin' your ]{^i nirpnt tP jsea; 

Unless that ye. do .Ci^a^fyow (grief, 
It will your rqin be- 

You'll se]i(d jffffs^mm^B Wto tli^ b^y. 
Your youi^^^ jHAlp (the -com i 

I'll gar ye^pk^^pmiai' ^rf^£» 
As the night. Jtl»tj|^j5«r^i>qjri}.^.^^ 
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She sent her maids to ted the hay. 

Her men to shear the com ; 
And she gar'd her sfeep as soun' a sleep 

As the night that she was bom. 

She row'd that lady in the silk» 

Laid her on Holland sheets ; 
Wr fine enchanting melodic. 

She lulled her fast asleep. 

She locked the yetts o^ that castle, 

Wi' thirty locks and three ; 
Then went to meet the young hynde squire^ 

To him the keys gae she. 

He^s opened the locks o^ that castle. 

Were thirty and were three ; 
And he^s gane where tttat lady lay, 

And thus to her said he :— « 

wake, O wake, ye gay lady, 

wake and speak to me; 

1 hae it fully in my power 
To come to bed to thee. 

For to defile my husband^s bed, 

1 wouM think that a sin ; 

As soon as this lang day is gane. 
Then I shall come to thine. 
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Then she has call-d her nieee Maisry, 
Says, An asking ye^l grant me ; 

For to gang to yon unco squire. 
And sleep this night for me. 

The gude red gowd shall be your hire, 

And siller^s be your fee ; 
Five hundred pounds o^ pennies round, 

Your tocher it shall be. 

She turnM her right and round about, 

And thus to her did say,— 
O there was never a time on earth 

So faints I wou'd say nay. 

But when the evening sun was set. 

And day drawn to an end ; 
Then Lady Maisry she is gane. 

Fair out at yon town end. . 

Then she is to yon hynde squire^s yates, 

And tirled at the pin ; 
Wha was sae busy as the hjFnde squire 

To lat that lady in. 

He's ta'en her in his arms twa. 

He was a joyfu' man ; 
He neither bade her meat nor drink. 

But to the bed he ran. 



Wh^ he Imd gcft Us iriff cT her, 

His wilf tm he hng sotrgfit ; 
Her ring, hut and her tihg finger. 

Away ^e her he tn*oiight. 

With discontent, strsfight home she went. 

And thus lamented she ; 
Says, Wae be to yon young hynde squire, 

Sae ill as fae^s used me. 

When the maids came frae the hay, 
The yoimg men frae the com ; 

Ben It c^me that lady gay. 
Who thought iatig for their return. 

Where hae ye been, my maidens a', 
^ Sae far awa** frae ine ; 
My foster mother and lord's brother, 
Thought to hae beguiled me ? 

Had not she b^n my fb^tet mother, 

I sucked at her breast bane ; 
Even befote my jdu Bower door. 

She in a gleed should bufn. 

The squire he thought to gsan my love, 

He<s got but Lady Maisry ; 
He's cutted her ring and her ring finger, 

A love token for to be. 
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Ml tie my finger in ^ dari^ 

Where nae aae shaU ma see; 
I hope to loose it in the fig);^ 

Among glide compania 

When night was gane, and birds did sing, 

And daj b^an tP^ peep; 
The hynde squire w^^d ^tang ^ shere. 

His brother for tp meet^ 

Ye are welcome, w^pome» landlesa lord, 

To my ha^s and my lowers ; 
Ye are welcome hame,. ye landless lord, 

To my lady while like fibweis. 

Ye say, I am i^ landless lord'. 

But I think I am ni|ne ; 
Without ye shew some )pve token, . 

Awa^ frae heo yeilvietane. . 



He drew t|ie strings theaof bi^ purse, 

And they were a* |iludie ; 
The ring but and the ring finger, 

Sae soon as he lat him sfe. 

O wae be to yqu^ fii^se hynde «|uire, 
Ane ill death n^t ye dee I 

It W9S too sair a lor^ tekm 
To take fi>ae my ladie. 
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But ae asking of jou, hynde squire^ 
In your won bowers to dine. 

With a^ my heart, my brother dear, 
Tho^ ye had asked nine. 

Then he is to his lady^'s father, 
And a sorrow man was he ; 

O judge, O judge, my father dear. 
This judgment pass for me. 

What is the thing that should be done 

Unto that gay lady. 
Who wou'd gar her lord gae landless. 

And children bastards to be ? 

She shou'd be brunt upon a hill. 

Or hanged upon. a tree. 
That wouM gar her lord gang landless. 

And children bastards be. 

Your judgment is too rash, father. 

Your ain daughter is she. 
That this day has made me landless. 

Your squire gained it frae me. 

Yet nevertheless, my parents dear, 

Ae favour ye^U grant me, 
And gang alang to my lost ha^s, 

And take your dine wi' me. 



281 

He threw the charters ower the table, 

And kissed the yates b* tree ; 
Says, Fare ye well, my lady gay, 

Your face VH never see. 

Then his lady called out to him, 
Come here, my lord, and dine ; 

There^s nae a smith in a^ the land, 
That can ae finger join. 

I tied my finger in the dark. 

Whan nae ane did me see ; . 
But now 1*11 loose it in the hght, 

Amang gude oompanie. 

Even my niece, Lady Maisry, 
' The same woman was she ; 
The gude red gowd shall be her hire. 
And likeways white monie. 

Five hundred pounds o^ pennies round. 

Her tocher then shall be ; 
Because she did my wiUs obey, 

Beguil'd the squire for me. 

Then they'did call this young hynde squire, 

To come right speedilie ; 
likeways they call'd young Lady Maisry, 

To pay her down b^ fee. 



Then thej kid down to. Lady M«sry, 
The brand but and the lisg ; 

It was to stick him wi' the brand. 
Or wed him wi** the ring. 

Thrice she Minted to the brand, 

But she took up the ring ; 
And a' the ladies who heard o^ it. 

Said, She was^a wise woman. 



It fell ujMm the Li aK nin a s tim^^ 

When flowers were fredat and green, 

And craig and cleugb was ooYer'd ower 
With Qloatbing that waa clean. 

'Twas at that tim^ a noble aquire^ 
Sprung fipm an aiK^^t line. 

Laid bis lovt on a lady fair. 
The king's daugjiter o^ Linoe. 

WbiE» cocka did cmw^ and day did daw, 
And mint in naeadowa spnmg. 

Young Bonaldy and bi^ little wee boy. 
They rode the way abmg. 
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^ they rode on, and farther on, 

To yonder pleasant green ; 
And there be spied^ that lady fair. 

In her garden atane. 

Theise two together lang they stood. 
And love*s tale there they taur; 

The glancing o^ her fair oc^ar 
Did Ronald^s one impale. 

He lifled<s hat, and thus he q)ake, 

pity have on me ! 

For I could pledge what is my ifght, 
All for the sake ci thee. 

Ye*re young am& your mirth, kind sir. 
And fair o^ your dull hours ; 

There's nae a lady in a^ London, 
But might be your paramour. 

But Fm too young to wed, kind sir. 

You niust not take it ill ; 
Whatever my father bids me do, 

1 maun be at his will. 

He kissM her then, and took hvi leave. 
His heart was all in pride ; 

And he is on to Windrtot gone, 
And his boy by Ms skle. 
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And when he unto Windsor came, 

And lighted cm the green. 
There he spied his mother dear 

Was walking there alane. 

Where have ye been, my son, Ronald, 
From gude school-house, this day ? 

I hae been at Linne, mother, 
Seeing yon bonny may. 

O waes me for you now, Ronald, 

For she will not you hae; 
For mony a knight and bauld baron 

She^s nick'd them a"* wi^ nae. 

Young Ronald^s done him to his bower. 

And he took bed and lay; 
Nae woman could come in his sight. 

For the thoughts o** this well-far^d may. 

Then in it came his father dear. 

Well belted and a brand ; 
The tears ran frae his twa gray eyes. 

All for his lovely son. 

Then Ronald callM his stable groom 

To come right speedilie ; 
Says, Ye^ll gang to yon stable, boy. 

And saddle a steed for me. 
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His saddle o^ the guid red gowd, 

His bits be 6* the steel, 
His bridle o' a glittering hue. 

See that ye saddle him weeL 

For iWe heard greeters at your schooUiouse, 

Near thirty in a day ; 
But for to hear an auld man greet. 

It passes bairns' play. 

When cocks did craw, and day did daw. 

And mint in meadows sprang. 
Young Bonald and his litde wee boy. 

The way they rode alang. 

So they rode on, and furdier on. 

To yonder pleasant green ; 
And there they saw that lady &ir. 

In her garden alane. 

And twenty times before he ceased. 

He kiasd her hps sae dear; 
And said, dear lady, for your sake^ 

1^11 fight fell lang and sair. 

Full haste, nae speedy for me, kind sir. 

Replied the lady dear; 
Far better buddings ye maun bide. 

Or ye gain my lore by weir. 



King Honour k mj fatl»r's Aam^/ 
The mom to <war maun £ure ; 

And that^s to fight a pimid giant, 
That^s ivm^bt him mmdde care. 

Alo^g ma'^ ^kn he is to take 

Baith noble knights «and «%uines; 

I wou^tl miah f4m «s well-dsess^ a kn^f 
As ony will be thereu 

And PlI ffBfWL^ thousand ^owns. 

To part Moaog your mea ; 
A robe upon giMr ain body^ 

Weel sew^d m¥ .my Aiu l^md. 

Likewise 4 m^ a royal thiqg. 

The virtue it ia giulet; 
If ony o* your laeB A» Jbur^ 

It soon will stem 'their blude. 



Another m^ tt'fiDyal thk^ 
Whose vifitue is Wfsil \ka0vm ; 

As lai)g% this jriqg^ jptut -boil's i>n,- 
Your bluid abail.ueJar taeduMrn. 

He kk&'d her «then, mad >tadk his leaver 
His heart was aH iu faide ; 

And he is ^acto- WiadaGpr ^gonc^ 
And his boy tby .hifi side. 
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And "whea he unto WindscHr xaimef 

And lighted cm the gre^ii ; 
There he saw his aald father. 

Was walkiQg him alane. 

Where hae ye been, my so% Bomdd^ 
From gude sdiool-Jiouse the A«y ? 

O I. hae been at LinnCy father^ 
Seeking yon boimy may. 

O waes me for you Aov^ Bcmald, 

For she will aot you^hae ; 
Mony a knigbt and bauld bavon^ 

She^s MokVi them a' wi' aay. 

O had your tonguey ^BOf fallier de&i:, 

Lat a' your lelly bet; 
The last words tiitt I w^ h^v spoke^ 

Her love was.^rimted me. 

King Hono«Hr is het fathjer^4'|ta«ie» 
The morn to ^vwt maqsi'fiure ; 

And that^s to fight a j^udgianty 
That^s wrought jium oiuokle care. 

AlaDg wi'^him I Bdouiito take 
Baith knighls juad >aoUe isquines;; 

And she wii^es me As' weU4ieiU:a kaigfat 
As ony will be^theee* 
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And she^s gaen me a thousand crowns 

To part amang my men ; 
A robe upon my lun body, 

Weel sew^d wi^ her ain hand. 

Likewise a ring, a royal thing. 

The virtue it is gude ; 
If ony o^ my men be hurt, 

It soon will stem their blude. 

Another ring, a royal thing. 

Which virtue is unknown ; 
As lang^s this ring my body^s on. 

My blude will ne'er be drawn. 

If that be true, my son, Ronald, 

That ye hae tauld to me ; 
1^11 gie to you an hundred men. 

To bear you companie. 

Besides as mucUe gude harness. 

As carry them on the lee ; 
It is a company gude enough 

For sic a squire as thee. 

When cocks did craw, and day did daw. 
And mint in meadows spread. 

Young Ronald and his merry young men 
Were ready for to ride. 
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So tbey rode on, and farther on. 

To yonder pleasant green ; 
And there they spied that lady fair, 

In her garden sair mourning. 

These twa together lang they stood. 
And love's tale there they tauP, 

Till her father and his merry young men 
Had ridden seven mile. 

He kiss'd her then, and took his leave. 

His heart was all in pride ; 
And then he sprang alang the road. 

As sparks do frae the gleed. 

Then to his great steed he set spur. 

He being swift o' feet; 
They soon arrived on the plain. 

Where all the rest did meet. 

Then flew the foul thief* frae the west. 

His make was never seen ; 
He had three heads upon ae hause. 

Three heads on ae breast bane. 

He bauldly stept up to the king, 
Seiz'd^s steed in his right hand; 

• Th« DeviL 
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Says, Here I am, a vali^ia^ nun, 
f^gfat me BOW if ye can* 

Where is the man 'm sl my UaiQ 
Will take this deed in hand ; 

And he shall l^ie my daughter dear^ 
And third p^ o* my land. 

here am I, sud yoqng RoDald^ 
Will take the deed in hand ; 

And ye^U gie me your dajnghter dear, 
I'll seek nane o^ your land, - 

1 wou^dna for my life, Bonald, 
This day I left you here ; 

Remember ye yon lady gay. 
For you shed mony a tesar. 

Fan he did mind on that lady. 

That he left him behind ; 
He hadna mair fear to fight, ^ 

Nor a lion £rae a chAin« 

Then he cut aff th^ jpuuitfs heads, 

Wi' ae sweep o'his hand ; 
Gaed hame and married th^ lady. 

And heir'd her fatber^s land 
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IBxdomfteUi frills. 

There was a knight and lady bright. 

Set trysts amo' the broom ; 
The one to come at morning ear, 

The other at afternoon. 

141 wager a wager wi^ you, he said, 
An htmdred merks and ten. 

That ye shall not go to Broomiield-hiils, 
Return a muden again. 

141 wager a wager wi' you, she said, 

A hundred pounds and ten. 
That I will gang to Broomfield-hills, 

A maiden return again. 

The lady stands in her bower door, 
And thus she made her mane: 

O shall I gang to BroomfieM-hilla? 
Or shall I stay at hame ? 

If I do gang to Btoomfidd-hiUs, 

A maid PO not return ; 
But if i stay firom Bniomfleld-billt, 

141 be a maid mis-swom* 
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Then out it speaks an auld witch wife^ 

Sat in the bower aboon ; 
O ye shall gang to Broomfield-hills, 

Ye shall not stay at hame. 

But when ye gang to Broomfield-hiUs, 
Walk mne times round and round ; 

Down below a bonny bum bank, 
Ye^Il find your love sleeping sound. 

Ye^ll pu' the bloom frae aff the broom, 
Strew^t at his head and feet ; 

And aye the thicker that ye do strew. 
The sounder he will sleep. 

The broach that is on your napkin. 

Put it on his breast bane ; 
To let him know when he does wake, 

That^s true love's come and gane. 

The rings that are on your fingers. 
Lay them down on a stane ; 

To let him know when he does wake, 
That*s true love"*s come and gane. 

And when ye hae your work all done, 
Ye*ll gang to a bush o* broom ; 

And then you^ll hear what he will say^ 
When he sees ye are gane. 
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When she came to Broomfield-hills) 
She walk'd it nine times round. 

And down below yon burn bank, 
She found him sleeping sound. 

She pu'd the bloom frae afF the broom, 
Strewed it at^s head and feet ; 

And aye the thicker that she strew'^d. 
The sounder he did sleep. 

The broach that was on her napkin. 
She put on his breast bane ; 

To let him know when he did wake, 
His love was come and gane. 

T.he rings that were on her fingers. 

She laid upon a stane^ 
To let him know when he did wake. 

His love was come and gane. 

Now when she had her work all dune. 
She went to a bush o' broom ; 

That she might hear what he did say. 
When he saw she was gane. 

O where were ye, my guid grey hound, 

That I paid for sae dear. 
Ye didna waken me frae my sleep. 

When my true love was sae near ? 
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I scraped ^r my foot^ master. 

Till a^ my collars rang ; 
But still the mair that I did scrape, 

Waken wou'd ye nane. 

Where were ye, my berry-brown steed. 

That I paid for sae dear, 
That ye wou'dna waken me out o^ my sleqp. 

When my love was sae near ? 

• 
I patted wi^ my foot, master. 

Till a^ my bridles rang ; 
But still the mair that I did patt, 

Waken wou'd ye nane. 

where were ye, my gay goss hawk. 
That 1 paid for sae dear, 

That ye wouMna waken me out o^ my sleep. 
When ye saw my love near ? 

1 flapped wi' my wings, master. 

Till a^ my bells they rang ; 
But still the mair that I did flap. 
Waken wou^d ye nane. 

O where were ye, my merry young men. 

That I pay meat and fee. 
Ye wou^dna waken roe out o' my sleep. 

When my love ye did see ? 
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Ye^ll sleep mair on the night, master. 
And wake mair on the day ; 

Gae sooner down to Broomfield-hills, 
When yeWe ac pranks to play. 

If I had seen any armed men 

Come riding ower the hill ; 
But I saw but a fair lady 

Come quietly you until 

O wae mat worth you ^ my young men. 

That I pay meat and fee. 
That ye wou^dna waken me frae sleisp. 

When ye my love did see. 

had I waked when she was nigh. 
And o* her got my will ; 

1 shouMna cared upon the morn, 
Tho^ sma' birds o^ her were fill. 

When she went out right bitter wept, 
But sin^g caine she hame ; 

Says, I hae been at Brooi^field-hills, . 
And maid returned again« 
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The Elfin knight stands on yon hill, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw ! 
Blawing his horn loud and shrill, 

And the wind has blawin"* my plaid awa\ 

If I had yon horn in my kist, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw I 
And the bonny laddie here that I luve best. 

And the wind has blawitf my plaid awa'. 

I hae a sister eleveix years auld, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw i 
And she to the young metfs bed hae made bauld^ 

And the wind has blawin^ my plaid awa\ 

And I mysell am only nine, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw ! 
And oh ! sae fain, luve, as I wou'd be thine. 

And the wind has blawin' my plaid awa\ 

Ye maun make me a fine Holland sark, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw I 
Without ony stitching, or needle wark. 

And the wind has blawin^ my plaid awa\ 
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And ye maun wash it in yonder well, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw ! 
Where the dew never wat, nor the rain ever fell, 

And the wind has blawin^ my plaid awa\ 

And ye maun dry it upon a thorn, 
.^ Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw ! 
That never budded sin Adam was bom. 
And the wind has blawin' my plaid awa\ 

Now sin' ye*ve ask'd some things o* me, 
, Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw ! 
It^s right I ask as mony o' thee, 

And the wind has blawin' my plaid awa\ 

My father he ask'd me an acre o' land, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw ! 
Between the saut sea and the strand, 

And the wind has blawin' my plaid awa\ 

And ye maun plow*t wi' your blawing horn, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw ! 
And ye maun saw^t wi' pepper com, '* 

And the wind has blawin' my plaid awa'. 

And ye maun harrow^t wi' a single tyne, 

Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw ! 
And ye maun shear^t wi' a sheep's shank bane. 

And the wind has blawin' my plaid awa'. 



39S 

And ye maun Ing it in the sea, 
Blaw, blaw', Maw winds, MaW ! 

And bring the Btathle dry to me, 

And the wind has blawin'^ my plaid awa\ 

And ye maun bairhH in yon mouse hole, 
Blaw, blaw^ blaW winds, blaw ! 

And ye maun thrashH in your shee sole; 
And the wiftd has blawin'^ my plaid awa\ 

And ye maun sack it in your gluve, 
Blaw, blaw, blaw winda, blaW i 

And ye maun winnoH in your kuve. 

And the wind has blawin^ my plidd awa*. 

And ye maun dry^t without candle or ooal, 
Blaw, blaw, blaw winds^ blaw ! 

And grind it without quiifn or mill, 

And the wind has blawin^ my plaid awa\ 

Ye^ll big a cart o^ stane and lime, 
Blaw, blaw, blaw winds, blaw I 

Gar Robin Redbreast ttaU it syne, 
And the wind has blawin^ my pladd awa\ 

When ye've dune and fiilirii'd your waork, 
Blaw, blaw. Haw winds, blaw ! 

Ye*ll come to me, luve, and get your lark. 
And the wmd has bfaiwm* my plaid awa\ 
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There is a bird in my father'^s orchard. 

And dear biit it sings sweet ; 
I hope to live to see the day, 
' This Vad and I will meet. 

O hold your tongue, my daughter Mally,' 

Let a' your folly be ; 
What bird is that in my orchard, 

Sae sbortsome is to thee. 

There are four-an-twenty noble lords 
The mom shouM dine wi* me ; 

And ye maun serve them sl\ Mally, 
Like one for meat and fee. 

She served the nobles all as one. 
The horsemen much die staaae ; 

But her miod was aye to brown Robyn, 
Beneath the heavy rain. 

Then she's row'^d up a thousand pounds 

Intil a servit wfaHe ; 
And she gae that to broim Robyti, 

Out ower the garden dyke. 
Says,— -Take ye that, my love Robyn, 

And mysell gin ye like. 
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If this be true, my dame, he said, 

That ye hae tauld to me ; 
About the hour o' twall at night. 

At your bower door 141 be. 

But ere the hour o' twall did chap. 

And lang ere it was ten ; 
She had hersell there right and ready. 

To lat brown Robyn in. 

They hadna kiss'd nor love clapped. 
Till the birds sang on the ha' ; 

O sighing says him, brown Bobyn, 
I wbh I were awa\ 

They hadna sitten muckle langer. 
Till the guards shot ower the way ; 

Then sighing says him, brown Robyu, 
I fear my life this day. 

O had your tongue, my love Robyn, 
Of this take ye uae doubt; 

It was by wiles I brought you in. 
By wiles 1^11 bring you out 

Then she's taen up a cup o^ wine. 

To her father went she ; 
O drink the wine, father, she said, 

O drink the wine wi^ me. 
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O well love I the cup, daughter, 
But better love I the wine ; 

And better love I your fair body 
Than a' the gowd in Spain. 

Wae be to the wine, father, 
That last came ower the sea ; 

Without the air o' gude greenwood^ 
There's nae remeid for me. 

Ye^ve thirty maries in your bower, 
Ye^ve thirty and hae three ; 

Send ane o' them to pu' a flower. 
Stay ye at hame wi"* me. 

I*ve thirty maries in my bower, 
I^ve thirty o' them and nine ; 

But there^s nae a marie amo' them a^ 
That kens my grief and mind. 

For they may pu' the nut, the nut. 
And sae may they the slae ; 

But there^s nane amo^ them a^ that kens 
The herb that I wou'd hae. 

Well, gin ye gang to gude greenwood. 

Come shortly back again ; 
Ye are sae fair, and are sae rare, 

Your body may get harm. 
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She dressM hersell into the red. 
Brown Robyn all in green ; 

And put his brand across his middle,- 
He was a stately dame. 

The first ane stepped ower the yett, 
It was him lm>wn Bobyn ; 

By my sooth, said the proud porter. 
This is a stately dame. 

wi^ your leave, lady, he said. 
And leave o^ a^ your kin, 

1 wou^dna think it a great sin 
To turn that marie in. 

O had your tongue, ye proud porter. 

Let a^ your folly be ; 
Ye darena turn a marie in 

That anoe came forth wi' me. 

Well shall I call youc manes out. 

And as well shall I in ; 
For I am safe to gie any oath, 

That marie is a man. 

Soon she went to gude greenwood. 
And soon came back again ; 

Gude sooth, rephed the proud porter, 
We^ve lost our stately dame. 
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My maids &'^en ^ck in gude greeawoo^» 

And sick and liken to die ; 
The morn before the cocks do craw. 

That marie I maun see. 

Out it spake her father then. 

Says, Porter, let me know. 
If I will cause her stay at hame. 

Or shall I let her go ? 

She says her maid^s sick in the wood. 

And sick and like to die ; 
I really think she is too gude. 

Nor ever wou'^d make a lie. 

Then he whispered in her e^r, 

As she was passing by ; 
What will ye say if I reveal 

What I saw wi' my eye ? 

If ought ye ken about the sam^, 

O heal that wdOl on me ; 
And if I live pr brook my life. 

Rewarded ye shall be. 

Then she gol; leave o* her father» 

To gude greenwood ag^n ; 
And she is gone wi^ brown Itobyn, 

But Hwas lajig ere she came hame. 
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then her father began to mourn, 
And thus lamented he : — 

O, I wou'^d gie ten thousand pounds 
Mj daughter for to see. 

If ye will promise, the porter said, 
To do nae injury, 

1 will find out your daughter dear. 
And them that^s gane her wi'. 

Then he did swear a solemn oath. 

By a' his gowd and land, 
Nae injury to them*s be dune. 

Whether it be maid or man. 

The porter then a letter wrote. 
And sealed it wi** his hand ; 

And sent it to that lady fair. 
For to return hame. 

When she came to her father^s ha'. 

He received her joyfuUie ; 
And married her to brown Robyn, 

Now a happy man was he. 

She hadna been in her father'^s ha' 

A day but barely three, 
Till she settled the porter well for life^ 

Wr gowd and white monie. 



NOTES. 



THE BIRTH OF ROBIN HOOD. 

Page I. 
This celebrated personage was long considered by tbe majority of 
the British public to be an aerial phantom, or fabulous delusion, 
like the gods of the Greeks and the Latins, created by the inven- 
tiYC imagination of the ancient poets, chroniclers, and historians ; 
but I can assure my readers, he was a man of flesh and blood as 
was Adam, and all his generation downwards. Most of the bal- 
lads relative to Robin Hood and his man little John, alias John 
Little, are yery old ; and, for the times in which they were writ- 
ten, very good, and no doubt founded on facts and incidents which 
hare escaped, or been overlooked by the more serious and grave 
part of prose writers. The one that is now given here, contains 
an accurate though brief sketch of his birth and pedigree, as much 
10 as if it had been inrolled in the books and rtcords of the Lion 
King at Arms, and afterwards in the peerage of the nobility of the 
realm. — He lived in the reign of Richard I. king of En^nd. 
His &ther was principal steward to the Earl of Huntingdon, and 
his mother the EarPs only daughter ; but having, according to the 
notification given in the ballad, bciien bom in a wood, liis natural 
propensity ran much upon hunting, and such like sports and pas- 
time. He therefore chose, when he came to manhood, Sherwood 
Forest, in Nottinghamshire, for his principal place of residence, 
fobbing, and plundering the rich, and beMending the poor, for 
which he was outlawed. He had another haunt near the sea, in 
Ae North Riding of Yorkshire, where Robin Hood*s Bay still 
wtains his name : not that he was a pirate, but a land robber, who 
retreated to those unsuspected places for his security. As grest a 
robber as he was, being rather a merry than a mischievous thief, 
and for the most part robbing none but the rich. He had the 
VOL. IL X 
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good luck to escape the hand of justice. Kn short, he never mur- 
dered any thing but deei ; and then he feasted his ndghbours with 
the venison. Having been a great enemy to priests and priestcraft 
in his lifetime ; in his sickness, ke applied to one of the fraternity 
for phlebotomy at the nunnery of Kirklees in Yorkshire, where 
one of the monks, some say nuns, bled him to death, on the 24tfa 
ef December 1247, as a great reward was set upon his head. Thus 
did one of iBsculapius* sons, a son of the healing art, send him 
acBiss the bourne to that land ftom whence no traveller returns. 

KING MALCOLM AND SIR COLVIN. 

Page 6. 
Malcolm, or Milcolumbus, succeeded Constantine the Thiidt^ 
and was the 7^th king of Scotland. He ruled with great prudence 
and judgment, and distributed justice with equity, as ke visited m 
perscm all the courts of justice every tw« years, to remedy the eor- 
ruptions which had crept into them during the war : but while he 
was busy in punishing robbers, and reforming the manners ef the 
people, who were lewd and lawless, he was slain by some oenspir- 
ators in Murray, in the 15th year of his reign, about 950. The 
villains were afterwards pursued by the nobles, and brought to con- 
dign punishmmt. Sir Colvin had evidently been a great favourite 
with this good king, as he bestowed on him his daughter Jean, af- 
ter she had made trial of his bravery in vanquishing an unearthly 
knight. 

YOUNG ALLAN. 
Page 11. 
This ballad is so like Sir Patrick Spence in all its operatiaDs, 
as to be taken for a graffof the same stock. Young Allan seems 
to have been a gentleman of more reli^us principles and habits 
than was Sir Patrick ; for, when the rest of the mariners were en- 
gaged in preparing the vessel for sea, he was praying to his Grod 
in his secret bower. By the forms of his religious duties, as say- 
ing Mass previous to his departure, and his thanking the Lady, 
L e. the Yir^ Mary, on his retmn, we may see he had been a 
convert to the church of Rome, which prevailed, and had the as- 
cendancy of all others in those days. 
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SIR NIEL AND MAC VAN. 
Page 16. 
I have read of a Sir Nid Campbell wh* followed the fortune of 
Sir William Wallace, and, along with that brave champion, sba* 
red much of his hardships and toil ; but I cannot say, to a cer« 
tainty, that be was the man so dishonourably dain by one of his own 
clansmen, Campbell of Glengyle. This tragical affray originated 
In laying both their loves on one lady, a rich heiress in Argyle* 
•hire* 

LOED JOHN'S MURDER. 
Page 20. 
A fragment of this pathetic ballad wiU be found in the Edin- 
burgh Collection of 177^, voL L p. 165, already mentioned; but 
it is deficient in narrative, and imperfect in the tragical detdl of 
what it contains. For some real or imaginary cause, the hero of 
the ballad murders his lover's only brother, for which he inteiMb 
leaving the place of his rendezvous, but is prevented by the lady, Vho 
promises to secrete him in a place of her own bower. She proved 
ftithibl to her promise ; for when nine armed men came in piiur- 
itail of him, die kept him secure ; and to keep up the deception, 
and prevent suspidoB, she entertained them all with bread and 
wine, — a proof that love is stronger than death. He haying heard 
tilt men in converse with the lady, naturally supposed, from a 
guilty eonsdence, that they were his foes, and admitted into the 
house by the lady for his detection ; so that, when she entered his 
a|Mrtment in a friendly manner, to inform him of the departure of 
hie enemies, he drew his sword and gave her a mortal wound, tbink- 
iag it was one of the men come to apprehend and secure him. On 
the diseovery of his fatal mistake, the lady advised him to fly for 
his life» but he declined it, thinkk^ himself worthy tf death for 
hiTfidce. 

THE DUKE OF ATHOLE'S NURSE. 

Page 23. 
The contrast between this lady*s fidelity and love, to that of the 
foregoing, is evidently great The one sacrificed her life for her 
«var s the olhcr wished to sacridcc the life of her lover t^-faer re« 
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fentment, for an imaginary slight to her person, and betrayed hint 
to his enemies, an armed band she had sent to take away his fife, 
although fortunately he escaped the snare she had laid for his de- 
struction. 

THE LAIRD O' SOUTHLAND'S COURTSHIP. 

Page 27. 

The fortunes of people are various in this world. Some nm 
to riches and honours by a strange and unaccountable dispen- 
sation of Providence, without any mental or bodily exertions of 
their own ; while others, endued with the brightest talents, and 
the most consummate wisdom, use all the means of which they 
are possessed, to gain a comfortable subsistence, can neither rise 
above mediocrity in the world as a person ef intellect, nor procure 
even a scanty pittance to sustain nature, but plods a weary wayward 
life^ and drags out a miserable existence in penury and want, like 
another misanthropist, hating and being hated, l^e pdet says 
there is a tide in every man's affairs, but O how few know when 
to sail with the stream ! The heroine of this piece was one of 
those fbrtunates, who have been made t* glide easily through the 
down-hill of life, and her declining years, instead ef atknem and 
want, to be the sweetest and happiest of her days. 

BURD HELEN. 
Page 30. 
Part of this beautiful b^Iad was published by Mr Robert 
Jamieson, under the name of *< Burd Ellen," vol. i p. 113, of 
his Popular Ballads and Songs, which was given from the recita- 
tion of Mrs Brown. In several places he has given venes of his- 
own to fill up vacancies, and make the narrative more complete 
It is, however, still very imperfect ; as his additions, though beau- 
tiful of themselves, want much of that energy and natural sanplf- 
dty which characterize the rest of the ballad. It is now gtren 
here, for the first time, in a complete state. 

LORD LIVINGSTON, 
Page 30. 
A fragment under this name I have seen, whidi makes Lord 
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Livingstones antagonist Rothmai, instead of Seaton : and in every 
other particular, it differs from this copy. 

The lady having had a perplexing dream, strove to detain him 
at home ; as she presaged some ill fortune would be£Ul him, so it 
fell out. A religious veneration being paid by some to dreams, 
many have bee^ forwamed by them to shun evil ; as Calphumia, 
wife to CsBsar, dreamed the night before Caesar's death, that she 
saw him stabbed in the Capitol : Simonides the poet having in- 
tened a dead corpse he found on the sea shore, the night after 
dreamed the person appeared to him, and advised' him not to ven- 
ture to sea, which he did not; and his associates proceeding on 
tibeur voyage, perished by a tempest. A thousand more inst an c ss 
oeuld be given, which I decline .for the present. 

FAUSE SIB JOHN AND MAY COLVIN. 

Page 46. 

A ftagment of this most beautiful ballad, differing from this 
•00, was printed by Wotherspoon, Edinburgh, in the year 177^* 
Another fragment, partly from recitation, and partly made up 
from Wotherspoon*s, is to be found in the Minstrelsy Ancient and 
Modem* The copy which is here presented, is the cmly com- 
plete one to be found ; as it relates, with the minutest accuracy, 
every trivial circumstance which took place at the beginning and 
end of the tragedy. In the fragments just mentioned, the aeven 
unfortunate young ladies who had met with watery graves by the 
hand of this barbarous robber, are said to be king*s danghtcn^ 
which is not at all likely, even fertile as Scotland has been in pto- 
dudng Hngs, that there had been eight of them at one dme ; nor 
that the ladies had been all of one father, courted by a petty ba- 
ton. 

The Binyan*s Bay, to which he took the young lady to peipe- 
tnto the horrid deed, was the mouth of the river Ugie, as at one 
time, about five hundred years ago, the site of Peterhead was call- 
ed Binyan. So my old and intelligent informant assured me; 
and at the same time illustrated it with the following aneodole :— 
About three hundred years ago, a ship went into Norway in want 
of a mast, when the master went to a very old man who sat rodL- 
ii^ a anidle» to puidiase a tree lor that pu^pofe, and wm to|d by 
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have walked from old Faidiley to Binyan, i. e. Fnserimigh to 
Fleteriiead, on the tops of fbll grown trees. Whatever truth is in 
this rdatbn I know not ; hut thus far it is dear, that, to Ais day, 
there ate roots of very large trees often dug iip hettrete thesb tw 
tJa cffi i 

WILLIE'S LYKE WAKE. 

Page 61. 

The stratagem which this lover made use of to tiy his hAft alL 

ftction fbr him, is somewhat rimilar to the one displayed In fkt 

bsBad of the Blue Flowers and the Yellow, and was affltafM- 

cessfiiL 

NATHANIEL GORDON. 

Page 64. 

I endeavoured, as far as posnble, to glean from old hiittfries, 

some authentic account of this gentleman ; and foir that pupose 

had waded trough Gordon*s two volomes of the Hisloiy of 

the Gordons, and also two volumes of Spalding*s History of the 

Trouhles in Scotland, from the year 1624 to 1646, these being 

the two principal historians who make any particular mentisii 

of him. I shall, however, use the liberty of giving the IhDowIng 

ccttnpendium, drawn up from the nbove sources by Sir Wahcr 

Scott, in the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, toI. & p. 45b-*. 

** This g^tleman was of the ancient ^unily of Giiidoa if 

Gight. fie had served, as a soldier, upon the eontinaDt, aad 

acquired great military skilL When his chieiT, the MatqaiB 

of Huntly, took up arms in 1640, Nathaniel GovdofB, ^md 

called Major Gordon, joined him, and was of essential servica 

during that short insurrection. Bat, being checked fiir mak« 

fng prize of a Banish fishing buss, he 'left the service of the 

Marquis in some disgust. In 1644, he asnsted at a shai^ and 

dexterous camUade, (as it was then called,) when the Barons of 

fiaddoy of Gight, of Drum, aad other gentleman, with #iily dity 

teen under thair standard, galloped through the old town of Ah«^ 

-ttficn, and^ enteHng the burgh itself, about seven in the aooiniDg^ 

ttMMk priaonen, andcanied off, lour of the 
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«ii8 flffiscted a Mfe retieat, thov^ iht town was llien under iha 
MlawinaliiB of the opposite puty. After the death of Hm Bana 
<if Haddo^ and the screse treatment of Sir Geoi|gB Gordon of 
Gig^t, his Goosin-gennan, Major Nathaniel Gordon, seems to 
faaire taken anus, in despair of finding mercy at the covenanters* 
hands. On the 24th of July 1646, he came down, with a band 
of horsemen, iqion the town of Elgin, while St James* fidr was 
held, and pillaged the merdiants of lenrteca thousand mcria of 
iBoncy and merchandive. He seems to haye joined M ontmse ■§ 
aom M he raised the royal standard ; and, as a bold and Mlifie 
pttizan , readoed him great service. But, in November 
1/M4, Gordon, now a colonel, suddenly deserted Monliose, aftM 
4he esci^ of Forbes of Cragievar, one of his prisoners, and leeon* 
died himself to the Idd^, [by doing penance for adultery, and fiw 
iiu almost equdly heinous crhne of having scared Mr Andrew 
Cant, the famous apostle of the covenant. This, however, seeme 
tftftoee beeoran artifice, to arrange a correqKmdence betwixt Moo- 
irose and Lord Gordon, a gallant young nobleman, reprqpcatalive 
of the Huntly family, and inheriting their royal spirit, though 
hitherto engaged in the service (^ the covenant 

^' Colonel Gordon was successful, and returned to the royal camp 
wish his converted chie& Both followed zealously the fiirtnnes of 
Idoatrose, untU Lord Gordon fdl in the battle of AJfirad, aad 
KaShaniel Gocdon was taken at Phil^haugh. He was one of tm, 
loyalists, devoted upon diat occasion, by the parliament, to csj^ate 
with dieir blood the crime of fidelity to dieir king. Neriilliiissi, 
the covenanted nobles would have probably been satisfied with die 
jimUkoi the gallant Bollock, diarer of Montrose's dangers and 
gkny,— 4)f Ogilvy, a yoolh of eighteen, whose crime was the heso- 
ditaiy feud betwixt his finnily and Argyle,— and of Sir PhiU^ 
Nisbet, a cavalier of the ancient stamp; had not the pulpits se- 
•Bsmded with the cry, that God required the blood of the MaHg- 
annta, to expiate the dns of the people. * What meaneth,' ex- 
claimed the ministers, in the perverted language of Scripture,-^ 
f whait meaneth, then, this bkatii^ of the sheep in my ears, and the 
lowing of the oxen ? The appeal to the judgment of Sanmel 
«■• deeisive, and the shambles were instantly opened. NatfaanlBl 
CMbn waa braa^ fint to axeention. Ho iMncntedthed^lf 
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fail yoDtfa, OBce more (and probably with greater rineerity) nqiieit* 
cd abaolnticm from the sentence Df exeommumcation |>foiioiiaeMl«i 
aeeoimt of adnltrj, and was beheaded 6th Januaiy 1646." 

LORD LUNDIE. 
Page 57. 
The two youthfcd lovers, the subjects of this ballad, had bees 
1mboii|^ up together at one school ; but on the lady's having beat 
•ent ahioad to give a finish to her edncation, the yom^ loid dwi 
ad hfamelf in the same female attire, and aooonqpanled Imt ftt 
better and fior worse. On her father's hearing of his daiq^btar'li M* 
trigdBS, -he summoned her home, and commanded hertDBsnyan 
"RagHsh FHnce, Which she promised to do to appeaae.her Mba^ 
wxBJ&Ly and ward off other suspicions ; but on arriving in the chodi 
vhcre the maniage ceremony was to be performed, her ihat and 
enly lover came in, with a few of his followers, armed, and daimed 
her as his own. They were then married in defiance <tf ber firtte 
and the yomig prince. 

JOCK AND TAM GORDON. 
Page 61. 
The origin of the ancient surname of Gordon has not as yetbcMi 
dearly ascertained ; some deriving it from a city in Maoedoniay 
called Gordonia ; others from the manor of GbrdoB in NoiraaB^ 
dy ; but according to Chalmers, from the barony of Goidan in 
Berwiduhire. John Ferrerius the Piedmont monk, who wMti m 
abort history of the name of Gordon, says, ^' That amongst theae 
valiant captains who assisted Malcolm III. king of Seotlaod, 
against the £nglish, about the year 10679 was one Gordon, wfaoae 
Christian name is not known. He some time befiiro had killed a 
.fierce bear that much wasted the oountiy near the forest or wood 
of Huntly. This gentleman being conspicuous both for his pro- 
dence and valour, was much in favour with King Maloolm, who 
generously, as a reward of his merit, bestowed upon him the lands 
of Gordon and Huntly : and, that the memory of so remarkable 
an action as the killing of that bear, might be transmitted to pos- 
terity, the king would have him carry in his banner diree bears* 
heads. Or, in a field azure. He also at this time got the knii ef 
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Mtdid and -other lands in the Mene, whidi continued in itt 
kaaSkf of HunUy for upwards of five hundred years afterwards ; 
and that Ihe gentleman called himself by the name of these lands.** 
After having gone over a long line of the ancestry of this noble h/- 
mily, he adds, regarding Jock and Tarn Gordon^ that '^ Efiaabelii 
Gordon, heiress of Huntly, had two natural brothers, bom to her 
flither by Elizabeth Cniikshanks, daughter to Cruikshanks of As- 
suanly, the eldest called John o£ Scurdaig, of whom are descended 
lOMrf gentknen of considerable estates; and the laird of Rtkug 
bad been, by the descendants tif his fiunily , esteemed the r ep ww n - 



• ^ The other brother was called T&m of Biven, who, by sevenl 
w i ii S t had ei^iteen sons, of whom are descended a numeroas cS^ 
spring of brave gentlemen." 

** Others affim^" says Gordon of Straloch, <^ that John and 
Thomas, commonly called Jodc and TVim, were not brothers, but 
VBcles to the heiress, and lawful sons to Sir Jehn Gordon of 
Huntly, killed in the battle of Otterbum ; and secluded ftom the 
succession, because entailing of estates to heirs male was not tfaeUy 
nor long after, in use in Scotland.'* 

William Gordon, in his History of the Grordons, also adds, af- 
ter having summed up all the evidence in his power ; *' By all 
mbkh it appears very evident to me, that they were the lfg?timatf 
«Dole8 cf (and not the illegitimate brothers to) Elizabeth Goidon 
the heiress. But whatever be in that, this I am sure of, that fiBom 
4hcm have descended a very numerous race of brave and loyal gn* 
demen, who have eminently signalized themsdves whenever tficir 
•king, their country, or their chieTs interest called them to it; nd 

• have still imitated thdr brave and loyal ancestors.** 

I need not say, that, evoi to this day, the chieft of the Qoidons 
liave nobly and honourably acquitted themselves in very hazardous 
'Enterprises, and mainuined and supported that character so justly 
due, and so freely given to their progenitors. 

THE BONNY LASS O* £NGL£SSI£*S DANCE. 

Page es. 
In another copy of this ballad which I have seen, instead of die 
-Innny lass of Englessie, as here, it is Anglesey. WUeh of the 
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««o1a the no8l authenlic ica^Uqg, I witt not oty ; but m I ^jutit 
jndEO 4ev]at]oiis firtm the ctpies taken down fnm ledtatiam 1 
litie g^¥en the names of both. Feihaps Angletqr «wy be tbe 
tmate conrect It k altogether a politkal pieee> and I 4d ai9t lAk 
'i0 uiteilme mucfa with It. 

QEOBJDY |K)W|<I£. 
FageOd. 
. iKllMlaPg been psQverbial, and even tothk daf bcKavadlif 
99IQjiyt-tb|tt 4ie itinemit tinkeis, <a/ia# wandenqg gypeiefy pt«Mk ft 
cfaaim, by which they can make any woman they pkneo laUpp. 
^^b«DB« mi aubmit to ^leir embraces. I ha/re seen seceq^ |pr .suflb^ 
Ipt had na fidth in them» even although given by the gfkbuMA 
Beg^lai Scot, in his Discovery of Witdio^ 

In -the baUftd of Johnny Faa, the Gypsy (^addie, we aw in- 
toned that, the Countess of Cassillis made a fiwe ptuuPy in hqr 
Ip4wad*8iib8cnpe9 and went away with a tinkec* It is said ^ In 
k^ Uie glamnnr o*er .her.*' What thif gUoneur u I m^Xt 
x^ljbiUy define; it will notdem^Mnstrate by cubes and angjiei. 

LOED ABOyNE. 
Page 66. 
This ballad has been confounded by some modem ceplen «^ 
^ ^^ Bwon .of Leys^*' but it has no oonnectiom with it whatetFe» 
^ o^ " Gleanings of Scarce Old Ballads,^ la^ pnUidbqd, J. 
h»ve given another version of this ballad under tib^e sme nane^ iNH 
it is QonsidBrably different from this one, which makes me gn^ k n 
idace here. Whether the Earl had been the hero of both* I Mt 
not authorized 4o say. Gordon, in his History of the Gordeiis>sagr9» 
Qifules Gordon, Y isoount of Aboyne, behaved so vidiantly at the 
hti^ of Dee, against Gmham, Marquis of Montreae^ on the IMi 
of June 1639, where be commenced the«ttack with only two pieooi 
of demi-cannon, to which the Grahams anewored with a disrhaiy 
of musquetry : The Gordons behaved so gallantly, that the Grahams 
referealbed in confiisioD. For this action, and the Goidons' steadj 
adherence to the court of Charles I. and II. his Majesty Charles EI. 
ORated him £ad of Aboyne, SepL 10, 1661.— He marned Mar- 
fiuet Ixvine» daughter «> Irwe of Dcuiq. In 1671, he 
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the castk of Aboyne, and added aome beaudei to it, and died in 
1685. 

YOUNG HASTINGS 
Page 67. 
To prevent me fiom being impugned with the cfaaige of plagi* 
arini, or gmng in diii GdOection what has already been gl?eB ia 
punt ; thif ballad, with sevend otheiB, were sent me in MSS* bf 
MrNieolfStiiflhen, who wrote them £tom memoij, aa hehadteaad 
ttHia in his oailier yeaa from old people^ These MS& I ssal la 
my firiend, the editor of the Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem, wim 
printed them in that valuable work. I hope he will then eieuse my 
mentioning such here, as it is soldy with the view of Tindscating 
my own cause from the charge that might be brouj^t against me 
bf my enemies, as I have already denied taking so much aa « sin* 
fte Une from any printed work whatever.— -The ballads allndsd la 
JB the MSS. are,— .Young Hastings, Beedisdale and Wise Wil- 
]lam, Billie Archie, Young Bearwell, Kemp Owyna, and £m1 
fiidiarda 

REEDISDALE AND WISE WILLIAM. 

Page 70. 
This ballad has the genuine stamp <tf antiqui^ in all its wim^ 
ingi. Two gentlemen having spent some time together biriii^ ad 
:thB wine, the subjeet of the conversation tamed on the inoontisMney 
af-women, when Wise William, to dear the sexof tUs fiml imf«. 
.aalion, said he had a sister who lived in a bower not frr distasl, 
4tat no one could tempt to become unchaste. Reedisdale laid kk 
wad his head against the kmds of Wise William, that he wwdd 
gMn this lady's fiivour, and obtain the object of his wisheii The 
kdy was made acquainted, by a private communicatiop, of tiie ii|k 
she^an, and what lay at stake upon her account. She waalailh. 
M to the instructions ^en her ; and, although the castle when 
she staid had been threatened, and aetually set on fire, in order to 
aaake her give up and comply with his earnest entreaties, she did 
aal ^ve up her chastity, nor yidd to Beedisd«lt*s wnlawftil cnbair 
aas, JO Hhai he lost the wager. He aftirwards dedaaed thaty .if 
tlHniiiam a 0Dod waman in the worid, this lacty was 0M> 
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YOtTNG BEA&WELL. 
Page 75. 
The localities mentiaoed in this romantic firagment, are such as 
DOW to be utteriy anknown. Fxom Young Beanrell*s being a 
liarper of considerable eminence, even excelling the king and aU bis 
«rtBpaay, it msf be presmned he was no Bwaii penon. He had 
IMIrin in love widi die mayor's dao^iter o£ Biiilniinla a ey foe 
%b was obliged to saQ the sah sea foam. At other times, «a 
Mtatlnkdw was die king's daog^itcr. ItisqatefiiSaf 
'rfrtsmiist whiA majpe me think it has, at an cadj period, 
'•ft H dasi of a dMfinviit 



KEMP OWYNE. 

Page7& 
' 'These who have read the fictitious wo^ o£ Ovid, and ochen 
Nif the Latin and Gredk poets, win not start at die hsnid tranrfw 
-nadMi said to have been made by a so rc c r c as on hsr step-danghler, 
t|a this kgendary ballad, somewhat cmrioas in its redtaL Fiodon 
was a privilege in which the poets of old delighted modh to ia- 
dolge : many of their best pieces are so wound up and int e rw o v e n 
with the superstition of the times in which they lived, diat what is 
real, and what is fabulous, are scarcely discemaUe from each other* 
' £ven to diis day, a silent awe hangs over the minds of many of the 
lower orders in Scotland, who think that witches or warlocks haive 
adH the same power as that with which they were invested some law 
faimdred yean ago. Out of hundreds of stcnies of magical decep- 
tion and transformations, I shall only rdate one, being affirmed for 
a very truth by Saint Augustine, who gives many more of a like 
nature. '^ It happ^ied in the dde of Salamin, in die kingdoaDe 
of Cyprus, (wherein is a good hauen) that a ship loaden with naer- 
-tiiaBdize staied diere for a short space. In the mean time, many 
> of die souldiers and mariners went to shoare, to prouide firest vic- 
tuals. Among which number, a certain £nglish man, being a 
- stiirdie yoong fellowe, went to a woman's house, a little waie oat 
of the cide, and not fate from the sea side, to see whether she had 
'anie egs to selL Who perceiving him to be a lustie yoong fidUow, 
a stranger, and farre frorai his countrie, (so as vpon the losse of him 
there would be the lesse misse or inquirie) she oonsidesed with her« 
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Kilfb how to dcstroie him ; and wflled' him to stay there awhile) 
whilest she went to fetch a few egs for him. But she tarried long^ 
•0 as the yoong man called vnto her, desiring her to make haat t for 
he told her diat the tide would be spent, and by that meanea hit 
ship would be gone, and leave him behinde. Howbeit, after 
some detracting of time, she brought him a few egs^ willing Im it 
letttme to her, if his ship were gone when he. came. The yoiNig 
Itilow returned towards his ship ; but before he went -tbobid,: hm 
would needes eate an eg or twaine to satisfie his hunger^, and wilhai 
diort space he became dumb and out of his wits, (as he afterwards 
said.) When he would have entered into the ship, the umatas 
beat him back with a cudgell, saieng. What a murreh lackes the 
asse f Whither the diuel will this asse ? The asse or yoong man, 
(I cannot tell by which name I should terme him) being mtfiy 
times repelled^ and vnderstanding their words that called him 
considering that he'oould speak never a word, and yet could 
stand euerie bodie; he thought that he was bewitched by the.iit- 
OMU, at whose boose he was. And therefore, when by no meaaiBi 
he could get into the boate, but was driven to tarrie and see bar 
departure ; being also beaten from place to place, as an ease ; life 
icmembered the witches words, and the words of his own iiSknmB 
that called him asse, and returned to the witches house, in whoae 
sendee he remained by the space of three yeares, dooingmotfaiBg 
with his hands all that while, but carried such burdens, as she laid 
on his back ; having onelie this comfort, that alAough he were Re- 
puted an asse among strangers and beasts, yet that both this wildly 
and all other witches knew him to be a man. 
' ** After three years were passed over, in a morning betimea he.weit 
to towne before his dame ; who, upon some occasions, staid- a Utile 
behind. In the mean time being neere to a dimrch,- he heald a lit- 
tle sacearing bell ring to the eleuation of amorrowe masse, and not 
daring to go into the church, least he should have beene beaten «id 
ditven out with cudgells, in great deuotien he fell downe in the 
church-yard, vpon the knees of his hinder legs, and did kit his 
forefeet oner his head, as the preest doUi hold the sacrament at the 
deoatkm. Which prodigious si^^t, n^ien certaine mvuSmif^ of 
Qenena espied, and with wonder beheld ;- anon eometh th^ wkefa 
•with a cudgell in her hand, beatiDgfboKthe tha asse, Ai34 beorase 



S18 

<il It Iwlli beene faide) such Idnds of witdidralb axeveife fvdal in 
dune parti ; ike meidiaiits aforesaid made sndi meanes, as bodiliia 
mm mad tiie witch were attached by Ae iudga. And the bflbg 
lawih t wl and set Tpon the rack, coo&aaed the whole OMrttar, and 
pnmised, that if ihe mig^t have ISbertie to go home, ibe would 
Miiafe him to In old shape ; and bebg diamtwed, she did aeeoid- 
kifjUa. So as notwitfastandiiig they apprdiended her again. Mid 
tamed her t and die yoong man returned into his ooimtiie with a 
and mesxle hart l^^^JSadtsDiteaaerkofWHAcr^ IIMNL 



SABL EICHARD, THE QUEEN'S BBOTHER, 
AND EARL LITHGOW. Pages 81. 91. 

Fife difierent venians of a ballad on dns subject have I seen 
of late ; three in print, and the two which are given hare from the 
ledtatiop ef yery old people. One of ihe printed oopfies is gtveo 
4by Dr Percy, in an English dress, under the name of ^ The 
Eju|^ and Shephexd's Dau^ter." Another is in a laite CeUee* 
<ion, by Mr Gleorge B» Kinloch. And a third is In a very old 
■tall-bdlad, under the title of << The Shepherd's Dang^*** 
They are all difierent in their historical account of the heio of -the 
JaJlad. Some assigning him one situation and place of hoiioar» 
and some anodier. The last verse of the stall-cc^y^ coochides by 

O when she came to her father's yelts, 

Where she did reckon kin ; 
She was the queen of fair Scotland, 

And he but a goldsmith's son. 

I hate given both recited copies, in &ct, the only oompkte ones 
to be met with ; so that the reader wiU have an opportnid^ of 
-ebaeiving the varions dianges that have taken place in histofieal 
poetry, however careful those may be who kam it fiom oral tm* 



BONNIE LIZIE LINDSAY. 

Page 102. 
A fingment of a ballad of this name was published in Mr 
Jamiesen's Collection, vd. iL p. 149, where he says, it was trana- 
mHted to him by Professor Soott of Aberdeen* as it was takea 
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Awn fipom Ihe ndtatioo of an old woman* This k not the o^f 
iaikid Mr Scott has contributed to Mr Jamieaon's store of andoit 
poesjr* B.appy was he in having such a fiiend, who knew how to 
estimate the vahie of, and was not adiamed to collect the scatCend 
and perishing relics of his country* 

This ballad is now, fiir the first time, giTea. in a. oompLete state* 
In Mr Jamieson*s copy, the phwe of Donald*s residence is caUed 
Kncawsyn, but in this one Kingcaussie, which is the true read- 
ing; being derived from die Gaelic Km or Cmb, a head, and 
Ghoutii^ a fir wood. Kingcaussie is a neat villa on the soudi 
banks of the I>ee ; and, as it at one time belooged to the Irvinesy 
the ancient and honourable finniljof Brum, I have no doubt but 
Uie hero of the ballad had been one of them* 

THE BA&ON TURNED PXX)UGHMAN. 

Page 109* 
This plan of wooing and marrying a wife was at one time nMe 
common than what it is now ; although at times n<*fnf!fd widi 
nmch inoonveniency and danger. Matches thus made, and fimad* 
cd on the principles of love and honour, were more likely to make 
the contractors happy, and their hapj^ness more oon^lete, and of 
kmger duration than those whose object is entirely weatth* Th9 
heio of this piece was one of the Skenes of that Ilk. 

DONALD MCQUEEN'S FLIGHT WI' 

LIZIE MENZIE* 

Page 117* 

Donald M'Quesn, the hero of this ba|ladt was one of the as» 

vants of Baron Seaton of Fyvie, who, with his master, had fled 

to Fiance after the rd>dlion in 1716* Baion Seaton having aU 

hi France, Donald, his num, returned to Fyvie widi ooa of hsa 

master's best horses, and procured a love potion, aUat the *^ tempt- 

hig cheese of Fyvie,*' which had the eflEbct of bewitching, or, m 

other words, casting the ghunoor o'er his mistress, lizie Menzie, 

the Lady of Fyvie. Some yeaie afierwaids this lady went through 

the country as a common paiqper, when being much fiiKgatdinai 

in a finrloa condition, she fieXL £ast asleep in the mfll of Fym^ 

whither she had gone to solicit an alms (charity) t on Jmk awidaw- 
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ingy due declared that she had just now slept as soan* a flkefk wkir 
the meal-podc beneath her head, as ever she had done on the beH: 
down-bed of Fyvie. This information I had from James Rankby 
an old blind man, who is well acquainted with the traditioiis of 
the country. 

THE MILLAR'S SON. 
. Page 120. 
This ballad, by the burden of its song, is undoubted^ ^rery old. 
"nie lady mourns for the absence of her lover, who had promised 
to send her some comforting letters; but, in order to pot her lofe 
to the test, declined it till his return ; who, underneath the Aads 
of an apple tree, overheard all her complaint. 

THE LAST GUID-NIGHT. 
Page 127* 
All that ever I have as yet been able to discover in print of ^ 
very old song, were eight lines, which have been quoted by Bumi^ 
and many others since. Even the indefatigable Sir Walter Seott,- 
eoiild discover no more for all his researches, and these he has 
given in the Minstrelsy of the Border, voL i. p; 283. He eonettvet 
the lines to have been composed by one of die Armstrongs, executed 
for the murder of Sir John Carmichael of Edrom, warden of Ae 
middle marches : but I am inclined to think they have been writ- 
ten on another. occasion, long prior to the time of Caimichael'a 
death, which happened on the 16th of June, 1600. The eight 
lines alluded to, have been long current, and the air to which they 
are song popular in Scotland. It gives me then particular plea- 
mre to be able to lay this much-admired reUs, so often sooght 
after in vwn by the learned, in a complete state, befofe the loven 
of ancient song. 

THE BONNY BOWS O' LONDON. 

Page 128. 

I have seen four or five different versions of this ballad; but 

none in this dress, nor with the same chorus, which nudEei me 

give its insertion here. In this copy, we are informed that the 

lady's suitor was a king's son, whereas, in most of the others, he 



wag only a iMuron. The fiital incidents an nearly the same. The 
old woman, from whose recitation I took it down, says, she had 
hend another way of it, quite local, whose burden runs thus :— 
** Even into Buchanshire, vari, van, O.' 
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THE ABASHED KNIGHT. 

Page 131. 

I wish every lady were as tenacious of her virtue, and that those 

wliose boDOur is attempted, had as much strength and oourage at 

the heroine of this ballad : if such were the case^ we would hear of 

less prosecutions for rape and murder. 

LORD SALTOUN AND AUCHANACHIE. 

Page 133. 
According to the old Scottish adage, ^^ Forced prayers are nae 
devotion.*' Nor is a forced compliance of pretended love, of long 
duration. Jeannie Gordon lost her life by the compulsatory 
measures resorted to by her greedy father to compel her to marry 
Lord Saltoun, whom she mortally hated, in preference to Aueh- 
anaefaie Gordon, whom die ardently loved. The sestt of Lord Sal- 
toon, which *^ lies low by the sea," alluded to in the biUad, it 
Philorth, on the east coast of Aberdeenshire, about three milca 
south of Fraserburgh. 

THE DEATH OF JOHN SETON. 
Page 136. 
The batde of the Bridge of Dee was fought on the 19lfa of 
June 1639, between the Marquis of Montrose on the part of the 
covenanters, and the Earl of Aboyne on the part of the royalists. 
During the engagement, a shot ftom one of the covenanters* cannon* 
at he was riding by Lord Aboyne's side, severed his body in two. 
He was a young man of considerable natural parts, and a steady 
loyalist, deprived of life in the 29th year of his age. 

In the *' Gleanings of Scarce Old Ballads,** there is another 
copy differing from this one ; and in one lately sent me in MS. by 
a young lady in Aberdeen, Earl Maiischal is made to take an 
active lead in the affiurs of the army. 

VOL. IL Y 
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WALTER LESLY. 
Page 189. 
This baUad has been composed on the stealing of a rich dd[ 
woman's daoghter, who gave her lover the slip at bedding, anil 
waded through moss and mire, till she reached the home from 
whence she was taken. Who the Walter Lesly was that stole the 
hdy, I have not yet been able to ascertain to a certainty. The 
name Lesly is of Hmigarian origin, and arose from tiie fioUow- 
iag cireomstanee :^Two men having been chosen to dedde, in 
lingle oombat, the fate of a battle which stood on a field called 
Les Ley, L e. the Field or Ley, on the sea shore, one of thegen- 
tlemen was victorious, and carried the trophy to the king, repeat- 
ing these words :— 

Between les ley and the mare, 
I left him groveling in his lair. 

O'ER THE WATER TO CHARLIE. 

Page 143. 
When Prince Charles Edward Stenart attempted to take the 
crown of Britain by force of arms in 1745-6, many of his adhe- 
rents, to stir up the great body of the people in his favour, wrote 
numberless songs in his praise, adapted to lively and spirited old 
tunes, and interwove them with stanzas of the best old ballads, as 
suited their purposes. This was one among the rest which was 
selected for that purpose, as may be found in some Jacobite collec- 
tions. It is here given in its original state, having been written 
kng befbre Jacobite songs were the Bon Ton of the day. 

THE BARON O' LEYS. 
Page 144. 
Part of this ballad, by ballad-mongers, has been oonfuted with 
the ballad of the Earl of Abojme, called, in some instances, the 
<t Ranting Laddie." This ballad is, however, perfectly complete 
of itself, and has no connection with any other whatever. 

THE DUKE OF ARGYLE'S COURTSHIP. 

Page 148. 
Pram the conclusion of this ballad, I am apt to think bis Grace 



bid t>e^ itterely hoaxing the English lady in his courtship^ to tij^ 
Wr attachment to his person, not his rank and fortune. 

^ The ancient and nohle family of Camphell is derived from a 
long train of great ancestors, much farther back than can be 
Vouched by writings or records, and seems to be founded upon the 
traditional accounts of the senachies and bards^ whose office con- 
sisted chiefly in recording the actions and atchievements of thdif 
great and illustrious men. Camden derives this pedigree from the 
ancient kings of Argyll, in the sixth century, above 300 yean 
befbre Scotland was a monarchy. The first appellation they used, 
was 0*Dubin, which, according to an early custom, they assuned 
ftom Diaimed O'Dubin, one of their ancestors, who was a biave 
and warlike man, and from him, in the Irish language, they are 
called to this time Scol Diarmed, that is, the posterity and ofif 
spring of Diarmed» From the aforesaid Diarmed O'Dubin, the 
bards have recorded a long series of the Barons of Lochow, whose 
actions they tell us were very renowned, both for conduct and cou- 
rage; and to him succeeded Paul O'Dubin, who was lord of 
Lochow, and was denominated Paul Spuran, from his being the 
king*s treasurer ; but he having no male issue, his estate we^'to 
his daughter Eva ; who being married to Gilespick O'Dubin, a 
tdadon of her own, they got the name dianged to Campbell, there- 
by to perpetuate the memory of a noble and heroic piece of ser* 
Vice performed by him for the crown of France, in the reign df 
Malcolm Caximore,^^-^Rudimtnts of Honour, 

THE LAIRD O' MELDRUM AND 

PEGGY DOUGLAS. 

Page 151. 

Fortune, at times, favours the importunate, as well as the braver 

I have heard some old people say, that ^^ she who bodes (impor- 

times) a silk gown, seldom misses of a sleeve." The laud of 

Meldrum's house-maid looked high, and reached her destination-^ 

she was fortunate in the object of her wish. 

JOHNNY, LAD. 
Page 153. 

Among all the ballads or songs of this name,— i^tnd they are not 
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s few to be met with in modem CdUeetions,— this odc has nrper 
made its appearance, at least I have never seen it. It is very ol^ 
and, as fiur as I can leam, the original of all the others ; ahhoi^ 
k does not altogether agree with my ideas of the compositioo of «&•• 
dent song. The old air to which it is sung is truly beautifiiL 

DONALD OF THE ISLES. 
Page 155. 

It would appear from the ballad, that the hero of tfiis ]^eoe hal 
been one of the Macdonalds, Lords of the Isles, who at one time 
resided, in Iday, in all the pomp of royalty. Their sway was ab» 
aolnte, as their power was unlimited. They were crowned and 
anointed in form, by the Bishop of Ai^ll, and seven inftrior 
priests, in presence of their kindred and vassals, who swore the 
same obedience to the commands of thdr crowned chief, as to that 
of a father, or an absolute sovereign. 

In the island of Islay, in the county of ArgyH, are the rains of 
their palaces and offices still to be seen. 

* 

>^ PORTMOEE. 

Page 158. 
Donald Cameron was the author of this veiy beaotiful and vay 
M song. It is well known to most poetical readers, with how 
Httle success Bums endeavoured to graft upon this stock, a twig of 
hs own rearing. Even Mr Cunnin^am, in his Songs of Soot- 
land, admits the fact, and regrets that he could give no more than 
the first four lines of the originaL The whole is now, for the first 
time, given complete, from the recitation of a very old person. 

JOHN THOMSON AND THE TURK. 

Page 159. 
In the year 1097) at the instigation of Simon, patriarch of Je- 
rusalem, and Peter the Hermit, there was raised a very great army, 
composed of all the Christian Princes of Europe, called the Crcu 
saders, who went to Jerusalem against the Turks and Saracens, to 
root out these infidels, that the Christians might enjoy peace in 
their religious duties. John Thomson having been one of the 
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chief men in the oommaad of this army^ his wife had gone firon 
Scotland to see him ; but on her retuin, he insisted to be aware of 
snd avoid the Turkish cbieftainst and endeavour to keep hendf 
dear of their marauding parties, which were always on the outlook 
for plnndeis. She, however, took her own way, like too many 
of her sex, and followed her own inclination, g(nng directly to the 
palace of the Turkish commander, where she staid till discovered 
by her husband, who went in search of her in the disguise of a 
palmer. She was afterwards, and her paramour, burned in his 
castle, the punishment due to each : hers for her decq^ition and 
treachery, and his for his cruelty. 

JOCK THE LEG AND THE MEB.KY MERCHANT. 

Page 165. 

From the drcnmstance of the Merry Merchant having overoonie 
little John, who was no bad swordsnum, in single combat, we 
may, with the same show of good reason, suppose him to be the 
strongest and bravest man at that time in the country ; as did the 
parish schoolmaster prove by the following syllogism, that he waa 
the greatest man in his parish. First, because he ruled over all 
the children; secondly, the children ruled over their mothers; 
and, thirdly, the mothers ruled over their husbands : So, the Mer- 
ry Merchant overcame Litde John ; little John, Robin Hood ; 
and Robin Hood all the rest of the country. 

The ballad must be very old, the hero of it being contemponix 
with little John and Robin Hood. 

CAPTAIN JOHNSTON'S LAST FAREVTELL. 

Page 170. 

The hero of this ballad was Sir John Johnston of Caskieben, 
Aberdeenshire. He was executed at Tyburn in the year 1^89, 
£ar aiding and assisting the Duke of Argyll*8 brother, the Hon. 
Obtain James Campbell of Bumbank, in stealing away, and 
forcibly marrying, Miss Mary Wharton, a rich heiress, only thiiw 
teen years of age. The ballad was written in 1690. 

Sir John Johnston was a descendant of Dr Axthur Johiuton'i^ 
ihe fiimous Latin poet, who flounibed in 1637* 



LIZIE BAILLIE. 
Page 173. 

A ballad under this name, and somewhat similar, was printed 
hf Wotherspofm, in the second volume of his CoUectioii : ihtn 
are, however, some breaches in that one, which are now happ^ 
made up in this one. There is also a difference between diem la 
Ae manner of detaiL The Duncan Graeme mentioned in At btl» 
lad is only fictitious, to prevent the real name being known. 

Lizie BailHe was a daughter of the Reverend Mr BaQlie^S) and 
lady's maid to the Countess of Saltoun, to whose son, Alexandcry 
master of Saltoun, she bare a child. The young man wished to 
l^timatise the offspring of his unlawful love, by marrying the 
mother of his child, but was prevented by Lord and Lady SalUnuHy 
his father and mother, as being below his degree ; when he re- 
torted by saying,— ^^ She was a minister's daughter, and he was 
but a minister's grandson." He, on the mother's side, having 
descended from Dr James Sharpe, Archbishop of St Andrews^ 
irho was the tragical victim of religious fury and enthosiaatie 
b^iotry, and assassinated for the cause of episcopacy in SooClaad 
in 1679. The young nobleman's mother's name was Margaret 
Sharpe, who married William, second Lord Saltoun, and he wae 
the only issue; After having continued a considerable length of 
time a bachelor, he married Lady Mary Grordon, daughter of 
George Earl of Aberdeen, and Lizie Baillie was then ftsgottcD. 
llie late Mr Fraser, minister of Tyrie, was a grandson to Lizie 
Baillie, and great grandson to Alexander Fraser, third Lord 8^ 
toun. 

THE COUNTESS OF EBROL. 
Page 176. 
Many profane ballads were written on the subject which this 
one commemorates. The Countess' behaviour on the occaiioB, 
gave great room to the ungodly poetasters of her day, to celebsate 
her in their scoffing songs. She was a daughter of James Car- 
ney, second Earl of Southesk, and brought an action before the 
Court of Session, against her husband, Gilbert Hay, Eadof 
Errel, whom she wished to divoree for impotency. 
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WILLIE DOO. 
Page 179. 
In Hie MinstreUy of the Border, toL ii. p. 201, there U A bal- 
lad to be found, entitled ^' Lord Randal," which is aomewlutt 
similar in its catastrophe. The editor of that valuable work saysy..*- 
*' There is a very similar song, in which, apparently to excite greater 
interest in the nursery, the handsome young hunter is exchanged 
for a little child, poisoned by a false step-mother." I hate eveiy 
reason to believe this is the beautiful nursery song to which Sir 
Walter alludes, now for the first time printed. 

THE EARL OF DOUGLAS AND 
DAME OLIPHANT. 

Page 161. 

The Douglases have been long celebrated in Scottish song, «b 
ia brave and warlike race. One of their historians^ (Hume of 
Oodscroft,) in speaking of their origin, says,— .^ We do not know 
ithem in the fountain, but in the stream ; not in the root, but in the 
:ifeemme ; for we know not, who was the first mean man, that did 
.raise himself above the vulgar." The Douglases are of Flemith 
■extraction ; Amald, the Abbot of Kelso, having between the yean 
ai47 and 1160, granted to Theobald the Fleming, the lands and 
iitle-deeds of Duglasdale, his son William, who inherited tiie 
estate after him, was the first that assumed the surname De Duv' 
gias. So much esteemed was Sir James Douglas by King Robert 
Bruce, that on his death-bed he commissioned this nobleman to 
«arry his heart, according to the then custom of the times, to the 
■holy sepulchre at Jerusalem. 

In all my researches into our national lustinies, X can find it no 
where said that one of the Douglases married a daughter of any of 
the kings of England, of the name of Oliphant. William Douglas, 
•commonly called the ^^ Black Douglas," was nuuxied to Egidia, 
the daughter of Robert IL king of Scotland* The only Dme 
Oliphant I read of, was in a poetical but satirical advice by Sir 
David Lindsay to King James Y., on one of his concttbi&M of 
lliatiiaine. 
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WASENSTON AND TH£ DUKE OF rOBKTS 

DAUGHTEB. 
Page 190. 

Sefcnd baHjidi hsve been poUkbed on this tubjeety midtr tke 
name of '^ Marj Hanubon,** Ac all dWering ftom one anodBcr, 
paiticnlaiiy legarding the lady's parentage and death. This copy 
holds out that her fiuher was the Duke of Yoik, (pcriii^ a nattK 
nl dan^ter) and that, after hstiag been condemned to death Ibr 
duld mmder, by Queen Maiy, one of whose waiting maids she 
had been, die was lescned from tiie gaDows tiee by her panmom^ 
Warenston, who paid ten thousand crowns, die sun exacted Ibr 
htr life. John Knos, in his Hisloiy of tiie Eefermation, givea 
an account of a similar murder which took place in his time, by n 
Ficndi woman, who had pUyed the whore with die Queen's apo- 
thecaiy. The murder of the child was cnmmitted with tiie consent 
of the fiither and mother, aocordiDg to this historian, which oon- 
tndicts the evidence of the ballad now befixe us, where tiie poet 
introduces the fether of the child as ignorant, and saying, — - 

I bade you nurse my bairn well. 

And nurse it careftillie ; 
And gowd should been your hire, Maisry, 

And my body your fee. 

THE LAIRD O' DRUM. 
Page 194. 
The hero of this ballad is Alexander Irvine, Esquiro of Drum, 
in the parish of Drumoak, on Deeside, Aberdeenshire^ Drum it 
derived from the Gaelic, and means a rising ground. It is the 
chief seat of the andent, the honourable, and the once poweiM 
and brave family of Irvine. Drum's ancestor, Alexander de Ir- 
vyne, was a son of Irvine of Bonshaw*8, in the south of Scotbnd, 
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who bang annonr-beoirer to Biibert Brace, had the hands and fo- 
rest of Drum oonfened upon him by that prince. The charter, 
etin extant, is dated the eighteenth year of his idgn, whidi ftSl in 
-die year 1824. The king, as a further mark of his fimmr, g«fe 
Mr Irvine Ibr his aimonal bearing three bunches of hoQy kaves, 
three in eadi, two and one ; with a bundle of hoUy leaves for the 
crest, and the words sub tolty sub umbra vtrens^ for a motto ; which 
are said to have been the arms he himself bore when £ai] of Car- 
lick. 

Fends and animosities had long subsisted between the Maii- 
•chall and Drum fomilies, in which many had lost their lives on 
both sides ; and, to this day, there is a deep place in the river Dee, 
opposite to Drum, called the Keith's Pot, into idiich, it it said, 
the Irvines used to drive their enemies. It is further said, that, on 
oecaaon of some quaird, MarisdiaU sent a message to Drum, 
threatening, if he got not reparation of the injury^ that he would 
come and take him out of his crow*s nest ** He may tryit," said 
Dram ;«« but tell him, that if I live but a little longer, I diall 
iMild a nest whidi he and all his dan shall not be able to tfannr 
down.** 

By the mediation of the king, a reconciliation of the two fomi* 
lies was efiected ; and that it m^t be lasting, his Majesty p roposed 
that Dram's ddest son should many MarisdiaU's daughter. They 
were accordingly married, and there has never since been any di^ 
ference between tiie fomiHes. It appears, however, that thdyomg 
gentleman still retained his resentment ; for though he bdiaved po» 
litdy to the lady, he never consummated his marriage. He had 
succeeded to the estate before 1411 ; for in that year, he and hit 
brother set out for the battle of Hari^won the head of his tenanta. 

On the top of a hill, at some miles distance, where they wen to 
kee a^t of their native place, they both sat down tqpon a atone^ 
still known by the name of Drum's Stone, where the ddest fantiMV 
is said to have spoken to this effect s *^ From the dmacter of otit 
enemies, we have reason to expect an obstinate engagement, ia 
whidi, my brother, you or I, periiaps both of us, may fall; be 
that aa the providence of God diall see meet In the meantime^ 
I most condemn one thing in my own cond u ct, and give yon a 
serious advice, while the advice of a fiiendmay be heard ; I ngnt 
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ijiDoerely that I have not lived with the lady I oMnied in ^ 
manner I diould have lived, and if I return to Drum, diall make 
her all the reparation in my power. But if' I should drop, and 
you come off safe, I recommend it to you to marry your sister-ii^ 
)aw, with whom I have never consummated n^ marriage. *' 

The eldest brother was kUIed, after he had slain Madean, one 
•ct the Highland chieftains ; the youngest came off unhurt, and 
jnarried his sister-in-law. This laird of Drum is very respeetfiiUy 
mentioned in the old popular ballad of the battle of Harlaw ^— 

'^ Gude Sir Alexander Irving, 

The much renounit Lurd of Drum, 

Nane in his days were better sene, 
Quhen they were semblet all and sum. 

To praise him we sud not l>e dumm. 

For valor, wit, and worthiness ; 
To end his days he there did cum, 

Quhois ransom is remeidyless.* 



•* 



' At Aquhorsk, in the parish of Einnear, is a great itone, caHed 
Drum*s Stone, in sight of Drum and Harlaw, upon which Dram 
made his testament, as he went to Harlaw, and his cairn is to be 
seen to this day. 

Margaret Coutts was die name of the fortunate heroine of this 
ballad, who became firom being lady*s maid to be hersdf lady of 
Dram* 

LOVE GREGORY. 

Of this legendary baUad, this is theonly original eopy to be met 
with. «« The Bonny Lass of Lochrvyan*' was first publisiied, 
wiUi additions, by Lawrie and Symington, in 1791 ; and since, in 
various other Collections, like a snow-ball, always increasing in bulk 
as it rolls along, by the officious hands of our modem song- 
Wrights. In this copy, the name of the unfortunate foir one is 
Janet ; in the others, it is Annie. The notorious Peter Pindar, 
aliat Dr Wolcott, and the celebrated Robert Bums, each in their 
way, has tried thdr hands upon it, ttid eadi produced specimens 
of mastership. 



f 
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THE WATER O' WEARIE'S WELL. 

Page 201. 
This ballad is so nmilar in incident and catastrophe to Fause 
Sir John and May Colvin, that a good judge might be nearly de- 
ceived in saying which of the two had the honour of th* greatest 
antiquity on its sidew 

THE BBAES O* YARROW. 

Page 203. 

The very sound of the name of the Braes o' Yarrow, has 

something more sweet and enchanting in it than the banks of any 

other stream celebrated in song. The tragical end of these yoatb- 

ful lovers are certainly depicted with all the energy of a poet's peSb 

A fragment of this beautiful old ballad, recording the dream only, 

is to be found in some old collections. Sir Walter Scott has given 

a copy of the ballad itself, although very different from this onei 

William Hamilton of Bangour, and the Rev. Mr Legaa of 

Leith, have each attempted imitations, but come &r short of the 

Aiiginal, although eadi is good of its kind. Who were the ualbr- 

tunate hero and heroine of the idece, I am not prepared with cat* 

tainty to say, as tradition reports so many. 

LADY DIAMOND, THE KING'S DAUGHTER. 

Page 206. 

For as much modernizing as this ballad has evidently undergone 
by its reciters, it still retains as much of that antique dress, ae 
sanctions the opinion of its being at least three hundred years okU 
How different was the lady's conduct on the untimely death of bar 
son, even although a king's daughter as she was, when compuid 
with many others who have been seduced from the path of reditnde 
and honour !— Tnfantkide is a crime which of late has beoi bnt 
too common, and too easily overlooked by our wise Uydatme. 

THE BETRAYED LADY. 
Page 2oS.^« 
Of this ballad I have seen three different copies ; the premt 
one ; another in a lately puUidied CeUection of Ancient BaUadi; 
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«nd the third in an Eng^ CoUectioa and draBs. The EngUA 
copy begins thus :— 

It was a knight in Scotland bom, 
Follow my love, come over the strand— 

Was taken prisoner and left fbilom. 
Even by the good Earl of Northumberiaad. 

Then was he cast in pnson strong. 

Follow my love, come over the strand^- 

Where he could not walk nor lay along. 
Even by the good Earl of Northumberland. 

j|p It finishes with the lady's advice to all young maidens, to beware 
of being deceived by Scotchmen. 

THE HAUGHS O' YARROW. 
Page 211. 
This is another of Yarrow's inspired songs. How this stieain 
•hM been so prolific in its poets I know not ; but true it is, that 
•all those wiio liaive attempted to sing its pndse, or celebrate the 
■actians of those who have been its visitors, have almost umvenalfy 
succeeded in their attempts, at least all of them that haurt bsea 
handed down to posterity. 

LORD THOMAS OF WINESBERRY AND THE 

KING'S DAUGHTER. 

Page 212. 
It has been thou{^t by some, but without any sbow-of plaosi- 
bilitj or reason, that Thomas of Winesberry was al t ogethe r afictU 
tions name, assumed by James T. of Scotland, aa he went lo 
Fiance incognUo^ in 1586, in search of a wife. By the copgr 
which is given here, we are told the rank of Thomas, and that ha 
waadiamberlain to the king's daughter of France ; and that, al- 
though he married the lady, he wanted none of her riches, as he 
had a plentiful fiortune of his own on the banks of the river Dee, in 
Scotland. 

THE VIRGINIAN MAID'S LAMENT. 

Page 215. 
This is the plaintive vcnce of the heart : it breathes with ier- 
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teney) and details a few of those hardships to wluch die imfbrtob 
nate victims are liable who have fallen into those monsters of im* 
inety's hands that have been the means of their transportation and 
slavery. 

The practice of kidnapj^mg, or stealing children from thdr pan 
rents, in the north of Scotland, from 1735 down to 1-763, a period 
•f eighteen years inclusive, and selling them for slaves to the 
planters of Maryland, Virginia, &c. in North America, is too no- 
torious to require any illustration here. Even some of the good 
magistrates and principal merchants in Aberdeen, in those days, 
had a hand in this most diabolical traffic; as may be seen from abook 
kept by Walter Cochran, town-derk-depute of Aberdeen. It ii 
also well known to many people in this country, with what iui« 
heard of reception, cruelty, and lawless oppression, one o6 those 
capdves, namely, Peter Williamson, after having undei^ane the 
most cruel torments by the savage Indians, met with from these 
ma^strates on his return from slavery, to his native land. ' In- 
stead of sjrmpathising with his woes, welcoming home with glad* 
Bess, as a fidlow-mortal, and giving him that redress to which tiis 
laws of his country warranted, and he justly entitled ; mate crael 
than die most barbarous savages, diey stript him of his all, i. e> 
the books, which the more generous, and more humane ma^s* 
trates of York, had caused to be printed for him at their sole ex- 
pcnse, as a means for his subsistence. These the Bon Aeeori 
magistrates of 1763, publidy burned by the hands of the comnKm 
hangman. Not even satisfied with this, he was imprisoned, loaded 
with everjT opprobrious name of reproach, branded widi the nune 
of an imposter and liar ; in short, every thing that was evfl was 
laid to his charge, merdy because he had told too much of the 
trmth, and exposed too mudi of the knavery of these satanioalcoiii* 
mercialists, in his little book. Thank God, we are now free ikom 
those inhuman monsters of cruelty ; those corrupt judges, and ar- 
bitrary and tyrannical magistrates, in this part of the country. 
The lesson which aU might have learned horn the decision of that 
venerable and impartial body of noblemen and gendemen, the 
College of Justice of Edinburgh, on this occasioB, will, I hope^ 
operate stroDgly on the minds of all those in power, not nnjastly, 
nor lawlessly to oppress any onei however poor in ciicnmst aM e a > 
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IM iittcf mty meet with a friend to adtoeate their eatiBe^ at did tktf 
unfortunate Peter WiUiamson, when they least expected it. 

To those who may be more desirous of knowing the nature ind 
the extent that kidnapping was once carried on in Aberdeen, by a 
■et of the most unprincipled ruffians, dead to all the fteHngs of 
ImBMnity, I shall give a short sketch of it in the identical words 
of one of the su£^rers. '^ The trade of carrying off boys to the 
plantations in America, and selling them there as slaves, was ear- 
ned on at Aberdeen, as far down as the year 1744, with an ama- 
ring effironteiry* It was not carried on in secret, or by stealth, but 
fubfidy^ and by open violence. The whole neighbouring oonntty 
wm were alarmisd at it. They would not allow their diildren to go to 
Aberdeen, for fear of being kidnapped. When they kept at home* 
«Diissaries were sent out by the merchants, who took them by vio< 
knee from their parents, and carried them oSi If a child was 
■Dissing, it was immediately suspected that he was kidnapped by 
the Aberdeen merdiants ; and upon inquiry, that waa often found 
to be tlie ease; and so little pains were taken to ooneeal them, 
when in the possessbn of the merchants, that they weie driven in 
iodn tluNragh the town, under the inspection 4£ a ke^er, who 
oveiawed them with a whip, like so numy she^ carrying to the 
daoghteTi Not only were these flocks of unhappy children locked 
%Kp m bams, and places of private confinement, but even the tQl^ 
booth and public worichouses were made receptacles for them, ami 
a town officer employed in keeping them. Parties ofworfhUni 
IdlowSy like press-gangs, were hired to patrol the streets, and aslae^ 
by foree such boys as seemed proper subjects for the slave tradei. 
The practice was but too generaL The names of na less tiian fifteeir 
merdiants, ooneemed in this trade, are meBtkmed in the proof if 
and when so many are sii^led out by the witnesses, it is hardly tir 
be imagined it diould be confined to these only, but Aat they 
must have omitted many, who were either principals or abettora 
and decoys in this infamous traffic. Some of the witaesses de-* 
pone, that it was the general opinion that the magistrates them- 
selves had a hand it. But what exceeds every proof, and is equal 
to an acknowledgment, is, that from a book of accounts, recovered 
on leading the proof, recording the expenses laid out on a cargo 
of these unfortunate objects, it appears, that no less than tix*y-nino 
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ibqys and girls were carried over to America along with mty all of 
whom suffered the same fate of being shipwrecked, and many ei 
them that of being sold as slaves. 

^' After such a demonstration of my veracity, and the maltreat* 
meat I had formerly suffered, the reader, it is bdieved, cannot but 
reflect, with some degree of indignation, on the iniquitous scnteneo 
ci t^e magistrates of Aberdeen, and commiserate the dismal sHa* 
ation to which I was reduced, in consequence of that tyrannical da* 
daacMk Stript at onoe of my all, and of my only means of •ub' 
8istenee,^->4)iranded with the character of a vagrant andimpoetei, and 
stigmatized as such in the Aberdeen Journal, — ^banished froia 
the capital of the county wher^ I was bom, and left to the men^' ^j^ 
•f the wide world, loaded with all the infiuny that malice could 
mvent: What a deplorable situation is this ! I could not hdp 
considering myself in a more wretched state, to be reduced to iab« 
mit to such barbarities in a civilized country, and the place of my - 
nativity, than when a captive among the savage Indians, whoboMt 
not of humanity I"—- Pefef* Williamson, 

THE MINISTER'S DAUGHTEB OF NEW YOEK^ 

Page 217. 
This ballad narrates the illidt amour of the parson's daug^iter 
wilih her father's derk, which had the effect of producing two fll** 
gitimate children ; but to cover the shame to which she froaU 
thereby have been exposed, contrived to murder thenu In tfat 
midst of her pretended jollity, the souls of the children appeand, 
and infiwmed her of the nature and extent of the punkhmcnt she 
had to suffer for their murder. In all the parts of punishment she 
seemed to acquiesce, but that of being porter in hell for die tpM» 
of seven yean. 

THE GORDONS AND THE GRANTS. 

Page 220. 
The Grants assert themselves to be of a Danish descent, hBm 
Aquin de Grand, or Grant. Sir John de Grant is one of tliOM 
mentioned in the debates whidi fell out after the death «f 
Alexander III. 

<' In the fear 1628) JehnOnuit^ BalnadaUoch bad 
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dend John Giant of Cammn, nqphew to Janits de Oiant, ki ilie 
nood of Abemethy $ but having puichased arespite, and aftenraidt 
a pardon, which so irritated James de Grant, that he broke out into 
open rebellion, tamed kwless, and upon the third dajr of Decem- 
ber, he, with his aooomplices, <&me to the town and lands of Pit- 
dMSB, young Balnadalloch's dwelling place, who with about thirty 
pcntns was within, while the said James Grant wdl enough knew, 
and to train him out he sets his corn-yard on fire, and haiU lai^ 
bqgging, bams, byres, stables, wherein many hone, nok and sfae^ 
wcse burnt, and sic bestial as was not burnt they slew and destroy* 
ed ; but young Balnadalloch kept the house, and durst not come 
out and make any defence. In like manner the said James Grant 
with his complices, upon the seventh day of the said month of 
December, past to the town and lands of Talquhyn pertaining to old 
BahiadaTloch, and burnt up and destroyed the haill bigging then- 
t€, corns, cattle, goods and gear, and all which they oould get, and> 
to the hiUs goes he." — Spalding. 

^* James Gordon, hdr apparent to Alexander Gtnden of Let* 
more, in Essie, accompanied with some neighbouring gentlemen, 
went to the house of Balnadalloch, on the banks of the 8pcj, to 
assist his aunt, the lady dowager of that land, against John Grant, 
tutor of Balnadalloch, who seemed resolute on injuring his ^pa^VL 
and refusing her jcnnture ; but, on the appearance of James Gror« 
don, the jointure money was restored to the lady, a moiety ez» 
oepted, which notwithstanding he would have from the talor, 
thinking it a disgrace to him and family should his aunt lose the 
least partide of her dowry. After some altercation, a akimiish 
ensued among the servants with culinary and other weapons, which 
being terminated, James Gordon returned home. Hereupon the 
Lesmore famUy persuade John Gordon, brother to Sir Thomaa 
Gordon of Cluny, to marry the Lady Dowager of Balnadalloch, 
which he performed. The tutor became chagrined at the union 
of the Grant and Gordon families, and watched his opportunity of 
revenge. Aided by the persuasive rhetoric of the Laud of Grant, 
he assaulted the servants of John Gordon, and killed one of them. 
Gordon, enraged at these proceedings, eagerly pursued the tutor, 
and all the families that entertained him or his servants, and 
camed them be proclaimed lebek and traitors, and then o%u 
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lawcd ; be likewise moved the Earl of Huntly to' search tbdn <M!lt, 
by virtue of his sheriff *s commission of the county. Huntly next 
besieged the house of Balnadalloch, and on the 2d of November 
1590, made it surrender, but the tutor escaped. Then Calder and 
Grant b^an to put their preconcerted scheme in execution, and 
fomented the dan Chattan, and Mcintosh their chief, to rebel, and 
aid the Grants." — Conflicts of the Clans. 

*' This they easily acceded to, in revenge of the death of William 
Mcintosh, whom they sent to Gordon Castle to treat of peace, as 
the dan had refused vassalage to Huntly. The Earl was absent 
when Mcintosh arrived, and announced the message to the Coun- ^ 
tess. The Countess heard his tale, and turning round told him, 
that Huntly had vowe^ never to be reconciled, until the chief of 
the clan Chattan *s head was on the block. To shew his steady 
adherence to the clan, and not dreading the Countess, he laid his 
head on the table in token of submission ; which the Countess 
seeing, took up a large culinary knife, and severed his head from^ 
his shoulders. He was sister^s son to the Earl of Murray, natural 
brother to King James V. who dying without issue, Huntly got 
the management of the Earldom ; and on its being conferred on 
Steuart, Huntly became his mortal enemy." — Mamies Comment 
tariet on Logan, 

THE CUCKOLD SAILOR. 
Page 22 L 
Sailors* wives, in general, are not the most faithful to their hus- 
bands* beds, when they are plowing the watery main. We have, 
in the present ballad, a fair specimen of an adept in the art of 
deceiving. That this piece may be the more easily understood, the 
following explanation, I presume, will not be found altogether un- 
necessary : — The sailor's wife had made an appointment with her 
gallant to admit him unto her embraces that night, upon the usual 
private signal or watch-word being given, which he was to make 
at her window, at the time appointed ; but as fiite would have it, 
the sailor unexpectedly arrives, and to bis astonishment hesn a 
whistling at the window.— He asks her the cause, . when she. in- 
forms him it was nothing but a bird called a cuckold, whistfiog, «dd 
nqoests him to be quiet and she would sing him a song, and bo- 
VOL. IL Z 




THE CKUEL MOTHER. 
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117 irUM CdkcHn. The iMidcBli ■ 

Sr Waks ScBtt gives a le# 

■ arte to » Laij Aue," YoL n. p. SM, oTlke: 
IfiHiitlqr* where he fliTS, he had hcaid a fii^imem if M HBg M liii 
ddftoai. And in ml. iik p. 80, of the same 
••tlK«OnBd8klcr,**hegpvcaafevaddkioiialliBeK. The! 
if die piece ■ Bcarif die nne, ndi M—«« EdmboiiM^ 
iw^jh— Siiiiiig jg aye,* id " Bonnj gt JiiliiirtM 
Taj.** — ^In Waihiinmnn*» OillwtiaB, toL i. p. SSJ* 



Thk ii die oidf complete copy of die baOadwilhvhidi I 
been able to 



WAULACE AND HIS LEICAN. 



Evoj Seotaoan vfaa has azxiTed at die 

wilh sonov and regret, die untouwal r frAa, and ig- 
i end of die bnivt and ma g naniiiwi ni Sir W iBam WaPace, 
by nme dcsigDaled die Praleelor of hii coantiy« as he freed it nam 
dwdualdflmofaQrnuuDcfee. ThebirtoriealaeoMnitefddihaUad 
ia to be foimd in dia foardi chapter of die MeHioal life of WaU 
laee, where it is said, at expressed in the ballad, which is iildtiidji 
voy aid, that die woman, in whom be had placed too nmch con- 
fidaicc,had, fikc her predecessor Balilah, sold hkn to hit hifde- 
nfte enemies; aid, like her, recanted, and made hkn aware af his 
r, whcrabf he csenped fiom their fioig* fiv a timob Bat his 

of short domtiiB. TiMnwMf 



b ike littk l»snd of frknds ihiU fioUow^d buD, «Miite 
Snrtheatkeof hwe, betmyedhif inasie^ Tiiis g^«t| «i4 fi«di-» 
fbl patnoC, mTulneiiUe to «U the thrctti, |»tibei> ^14 tlntiigi^KOB of 
£dwaBd» King of England, beqame tiM prey of the Ur nitor Sir 
JihB Montetdiy in the jear 1306, and ww mbumaaly and bw- 
baamuly inuidcBed and qoartered in liondon ;— liia baad placad 
upon the bridge of that dtj, and hia four qoarten tent to Soot- 
land, all for the love that he bore to weepipg Caledonia. He l^d 
previously said, '^ That he owed his life to, and would frankly 
lay it down for his ooonCry : that sboald all Seetclimen but him- 
aelf submit to the King of England, he never could, nor would he ^ 
give obedience, or swear aUegknoe to any power, aaveto the Ifing 
of Scotland, his rig^iteoos Sovereign." He may then be qillad a 
troe martyr, having thue sealed his Io?e to bis ootintfy with b>* 
blood and death. 

MAY-A.|tO£. 
Page 231. 
A somewhat similar, but hnperfect ballad I have seen, under 
the title of ^' Jdlon Grame.** This one is of that olden tex- 
ture, as makes the antiquarian reader admire it. The tale is 
happily conceived, and as happily tolds tbpugh partly xomaptic. 
A young knight, under the cloud of friendship and ditgpii^j ■fwds 
lus page to his ImHher's sweetheart, and dceoys her to ii wood, 
where he, without the least remorse, or qji^aln^ ^f conscien^ mur- 
ders her; but takes up the young child with which s^e was then 
pregnant to his brother ;— carries it b$ime» puts it out to mv>e aj^d 
educate. The child h e abort time waxed stiopg, mi^ )>y & 
aCaoge and tmacfiouAUble fati4ity, rejrwf^d t}ie <IM& of !)» mo- 
Ito, by kilUng her murderer and bjw lu^ in the Tfhp^ vIimbs \^ 
Uood had ben spilt, and himself Iwrn. Wpm Uui !f e iMf lee 
that test of Sori(A«re retified, ivibere it is s|^4»~^' Innooeot blood 
cidlelh finm the gnmnd.*' 

APhD M ATB^N3. 

Kage 9^. 
Old IdAtmns wai one pf fium old qiaid* fftf9 wp n^ love 
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iii, and the envied all otben who were possessed of the privilege of 
lig^t nd heat. She had no doaht been placed as a goaidian or 
wpf over the actions of the young spinster and seamstress, and was 
determined not to lose an opportmiitj of discharging her tmst ; ftr 
which she received the ample reward of half-a-merk in the first 
place, and in the second, the loss of her life, to whidi she was 
justly entitled for the envious manner in which she had acted to- 
wards this young but happy pair. • 

THE RIGWOODIE CARLIN. 
Page 241. 
In this ballad, we have a fine portrait of a young and wanton 
widow courting a second husband, with all the artifices of her sex ; 
but he, like a blate wooer, at first pretends not to understand her, 
and win not, upon easy terms, conclude a bargain. He is at 
length obliged to admit he understands her designs, as she pro- 
mises to consummate the agreement with good fare, and to take 
him to the bed with herself. 

THE SCOTTISH SQUIRE. 

Page 245. 
Of Ihis ballad, I have been fortunate enough to obtain two copies, 
somewhat different from each other. The one which I took down 
from recitation, I have given here ; the other, which was sent me 
in MS. I forwarded to my good friend William MotherweO, 
Esquire, Paisley, who gave it a place in his Minstrelsy Andent 
and Modem, under the title of «^ The Jolly Groshawk.** As I 
am no advocate for supplying breaches in one copy with the re- 
dundant stanzas of another, I have given this copy as recited, 
wiAout being collated with its twin-brother. I have in general 
adopted this system, even when I had it in my power to have done 
otherwise ; as, in many cases, I have duplicates of the same bal- 
lad, considerably different from each other. Su- Walter Scott has 
given an edition of it, made up from several MSS. and printed 
copies. After all, it falls short of the merit of the present one, 
both in delineation of character, and detail of incident. Witchery, 
with its attendant train, have been invoked, to aid and assist the 
Englidi lady m her stratagem to gain her Scottish Lord, wbkh 
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•he did to the oonfudoii and adnuration of hor brotheiBy who came 
to bury her in Scotland, agreeably to her earnest request Onoe iha 
touched Scottish ground, like a dty of refuge, she was free from 
the threatenings of her pursuers :— -it proved to her an asylum of 
pleasure, of which she stood in need. In this ballad, the panot 
takes place of the goshawk, which is, by far, a more likely mes- 
senger to carry a love-letter, or deliver a verbal message. 

JOHN O' HAZELGREEN. 
Page 253. 
This appears to be the original ballad of the name, which oon 
tains poetical beauties to 4)e found no where else ; and, in all pro- 
bability, has suggested the idea of Sir Walter Scott's Border bal- 
lad of Jock of Hazeldean. For indeed, what could be man 
lieautiful than the following ? 

Why weep ye by the tide, ladye ? 
Why weep ye by the tide ? 

And again, — 

And aye she loot the tears down fa* 
For John o* Hazelgreen, &c 

WILLIE'S FATAL VISIT. 
Page 259. 
This ballad narrates the unfortunate parting -of two lovers by 
the falsity of a cock, who had crowed long before the witching time 
of night had fled. Most readers are so amply stodced with rela- 
tions of ghosts and demons ; how the witches whirl through the 
air, raise tempests, torment human bodies in a thousand difier* 
ent shapes and ways, that it would be superfluous to add any more 
here ; so that I shall only express my disbelief of the power of 
a ghost or spirit, immaterial as it must be, of being capable of de- 
atroying a human body, a material substance ; but such it hi^ppeneid 
with poor Willie, as he bent his way homewards, and all because 
he had forgot to say his prayers when he took the MMMU—Loren, 
jremember this when you go a-wooing ! 



KVND HAl^lKG. 

In knatiy ^Ihe oU bdlids we meet ividi the none nT HjfwI 
and Hind, wliidi rfgnifiet, in some CMee, t ftnuie tfag In iii duel 
year; aSio, one ef efbttiily or sennnt; tat iMe, Hmsf feeMiA 
fo mean ndther ; but, es in soine edMer cMee, kiad^ eeuleeeB, fte» 
On the whole, the baOad is of that legendaify ciit, as te paiila 
the most consummate antiquary to know its pur por t or meaning. 
It must have been eompoeed at a very early period. Buid Ham- 
let, the heroine, aids and asosts hynd Hasting, her knrer, to mnr- 
der her father, mother, and three brothers, with whom she after- 
waids ebped, and cootinued in his company in good gveenwoad 
fiflr about a year ; when, under the pretenee of sAiiig her kme, 
die went to Ha*broom. It woidd appear he was radMr imiHffiag 
to trust her away from him, and no wonder ; fbr iilio w u rf J ptft 
any confidence in a pairidde ? E[a*broom, the lesideooe of the 
imdean men, to whidi she went, and continued for some time, 
would seem to be the name of a place now obsolete in die geogra- 
phical vocabulary and grammar, and its inhabitants not eartlDy, 
but a kind of evil or polluted spirits, distinet ftom those of men* 
She was afterwards found by her former lover, in a wood, in a 
ragged and miserable condition, as he had, upon her account, 
united himself to a band of robbers. It is however possible, that 
^dr undeanness might have beeft a sort of kprasy, whidi Ibrbade 
them the compHny of Ibe dean, or unpcflhit^ 

BONDSTEY AND MAf 8RT. 
Piige265. 
This tra£donarylM!lad has a strikiBg teseiublaaee to tiuit of 
^ Toong Ben^e ;'* so mudi so, that 1 lun incfincd to think it 
mbst have'beoi a sdto off the sam^ stodc Swperstitfon is height- 
ened to a great degree by the relation of witdi and g^ost stories of 
cM women to thdr grand*children. While sitting round a ^rmSmg 
iiqfle In the daik and dreary nights of eidten December. In ftct, 
it may be said to constitute the rudiments, or first pact of their 
education, as grandmothers generally act the part of dry nurses. I 
have been surprised to see some middle-aged, and, in some ro- 
spects, weQ-infoimed people, so prepossessed with a belief of the 



«Nil*f vttumiiig to the bo4]r» and ffjiing and insveriDg qi M i6>n% 
as hardly to be credited by thoee who ace ftrangen to the cuatoBU 
of the lower ordeia in Soothmd. In the can oi morder, it le 
eaid that the body of the deceased will bleed afreah on bong toiadi- 
ed by the hand of the murderer ; which, in many caica, wese l^ep4 
as sufficient evidence to condemn e person, who otherwiM denied 
the deed. As Scotland is ftill of such instances, I forbear men- 
tioning any of them. Maisry's brothers were of the opinion, that 
% oQiyuror could make her body speak^ jCpeilM^ps by GahranisD,) 
^1 may be seen in the sixth ve^ie. 

THE TWA KNIGHTS. 
Fi«e 271. 
I am not mdined to think that these two knig^ mtm farotfaMi 
tinpording to the flesh, but brothers sworn aeonding to the oider ^f 
the knights of ^t. John, or Malta. The first order of knlg^tU 
hood was irellg^ous, and afterwards militsiy, established in the year 
1048« for the protection of the Crusaders. Since that time, great 
changes have ttiffia place in the different degrees of knighthood, 
every king, and every country, having an order of their own. As 
maiay of the deeds which are zecoided to have been done in this Col- 
lection of Ancient Ballads, are said to haye been performed by 
kn^t8» I had oontemplaled amoBe particular account of the zise» 
progress, and diflferent degrees of knighthood ; but, in the present 
note, shaH only say soBjiething regarding modem kni^ts-enant ; « 
race of men pretty copomon in the present day, and to which order 
one of the knights mentioned in die ballad beknged* This name^ 
i. e. the andcnt Knights^nraat, was g;iven to a set of hardy ad- 
venturers, whoee profession was to run abou^ the wocld in q>icit.ef 
broken bones, to redress wiengs doiie to widows, oq^heBfy to t||io 
honffiur of ladies and.iiantle damnelfli One miidit aa aoon ^****'* we 
theeun without ligjbt, 49 a knifl^kt-enrant withopit love : not one of 
them bat >>ad hia fejr-one to invi(^e in .a^ peplqqa OQcurioBp. TkB 
raoe of thoK hfM hesn Jong .ostinct. In Hm xoam w» h/m 
a (veciea of modfm kiqgbtMniiiit, .whoie imtitntes fw wvy 41^ 
teent. T)i«yeBe(ivrfimviT«gBbQiiidingitjtoXrqbijton^ 
in.eey^iof^iiwgewmp , idf ^t iiw» Thiy itay M IMPO cammt- 
edly. Their bttsiBesB m to pvonoto or da wrongs : to Jecjiva the 
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dinsds they do know, and scandalize those they do not. A oom»' 
uon street-walker, or one of the lowest order of females, is the' 
lady they invoke ; the taverns and ale-houses are the theatres of 
thdr exploits ; and the oofiee-houses the places where they tnmN 
pet their romances ! 

* 

YOUNG RONALD. 

Page 282. 
■ This carious old legend I have never seen before in manuscript 
nor print, and suppose it to have been written at least five hundred- 
years ago. It is fiill of that romantic knight-errantry <^ which the 
ancient bards of Albion were so fond. By its localities, I am at 
times apt to think the scene of action had been in England, King 
Honour, I take to be a fictitious title, merely signifying a wish to 
gain honour in the field of battle, and not a crowned king, bat a 
prince or proprietor of a certain extent of land. The ancient 
Britons having been greatly harassed by the Scots, the Picts, and 
Irish, invited over the Saxons, Jutes, and Angles, to asnst them 
in their wars, who, arriving about 450 years after the birth of 
Christ, were received with great joy, and saluted with songs after 
the accustomed manner of the Britons, who had appointed them 
the island of Thanet for their habitation. And not long after 
Hengist obtained of Vortigern, King of the Britons, the property of 
so much ground as he could inclose with a bull's hide, which cutting 
into thongs, he there built the castle called from thence Thong Cos- 
He: to which place he invited Vortigern, who there fell in love with 
Kowena, the daughter or niece of Hengist, upon which match. Hen - 
gist began to grow bold, and to think of making this island his inhe- 
ritance. In order to which, he sent for fresh forces to come over to 
him ; which being arrived, they fought and made occasions of 
quarrels with the natives, driving the inhabitants before them from 
their wonted possessions, every several captain accounting that part ' 
of the country his own where he could overmatch the Britons, 
commanding in it as absolute king : by which means the lands be- 
came burthened with seven of them at the first, at one and the 
same time. But although the land was divided into seven several 
kingdoms, and each of them bearing a sovereign command within 



Its own limits ; yet one of them ever seemed to be supreme over tht 
rest. 

In several of the old ballads, we read of King Easter, Kiag 
Wester, King Gosford, King Linne, King Aulsberry, and many 
more in England ; and, at an early period, the Lords of the Isles 
in Scotland were called Elings ; and in some of the old peerages, 
the Dukes are called Princes, though not of the blood-royaL 

From this king going to war with the foul thief, or three-headed 
monster, as he is called, we may see upon what fact the ballad is 
founded. The lady^s giving him an enchanted ring as a preservative 
for himself and men, would augur that she had been acquainted with 
sorcery and magic The supernatural powers of talismans, periapts, 
amulets, and charms of every description, were, at one time, firmly 
believed. In the 231st page of that antiquated and curious black- 
letter book, — The Discoverie of Witchcraft, by Reginald Soot, 
Esquire, printed in 1584, we find the following receipt for making 
a '* Wastecote of proofs :" — *' On Christmas daie, at night, a 
thread must be sponne of flax, by a little virgine girle, in the name 
of the divell ; and it must be by her woven, and also wrought with 
the needle. In the breast, or forepart thereof, must be made, 
with needle-work, two heads ; on the head, at the right side, must 
be a hat and a long beard ; the left head must have on a crown, 
and it must be so horrible that it maie resemble Belzebub ; and on 
each side of the wastecote must be made a crosse." 

BEOOMFIELD HILLS. 
Page 291. 

This ballad is very old, having been mentioned in the " Com- 
playnt of Scotland,** printed as early as 1549. This is the only 
perfect and complete copy 1 have yet seen, although I have seen 
fragments of three, besides a copy in an English dress, sent me by 
a London correspondent. 

This is perhaps the ballad to which Sir Walter Scott alludet 
when speaking of Lane's ^' Broom, Broom on Hill," in his Pro- 
gress of Queen Elizabeth into Warwickshire. 
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THE FAIEY KNIGHT. 

Page 296. 

This 18 the only complete copy of this romantic halUd that I 

liave been, able to discover, althou^ I hanre seen more than 4Mie in 

. MS. The impossibilities contained in the ballad^ and required of 

the Ellin Knight, suit one of those classes of beings who can do 

whatsosYer they listeth by nig^t, or eke by day. 

BROWN UOBYN AN© MALLY. 

Page 299. 
My informant says,-— Robert Stewart was the seal name of 
Brown Robyn, the bird that sang so sweetly in the ordiazd, and 
was gardener to the lady's father, a gentleman of greai fbrtuae im 
the banks of the Tweed. He married Mally, his master*s ooly 
daugihter, as the ballad infosms us, and became pposassed of an 
amiable wife, a fine estate, and much money thereby ; hlnisiiigs 
not daily to be met with in this oountiy. His hayizi^ bean odled 
brown, arose from his hain^g wem brown dothee when a boy 
tending his cattle. 
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